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INTRODUCTION TO 
MY AMERICAN READERS 


I feel ntnv, when iiiy “lliree Weeks" 1$ to be 
laitnchetl in u new hind, where I have nitiny sympa¬ 
thetic friends, that, tnving’ U) the nnsunaerstaiulini,^ 
and misre()resentatiiin it received fo»ni nearly the 
entire press aiui a seetieu nf the puhlie in l',n|t'huid, 
I would like to state iny view of its jneuniutf, fAs 
I wrote it, I suppose it eould he ludieved I know 
sometlunpif ahont that!) f'or me "the Lacly" was a 
deep stinly, the antdysis of a .stranp,e Slav nature, 
who, from eirenuistances and edneation and her 
general view of life, was tieyond the tu'diuury laws 
of morality. If t uere maldng the htndy id a ‘riger, 
I would not give it the attrihutes of a “.paniel, he- 
cause tile pulilie, au<l I myself, miglu prefer a span* 
id! I w«*uld still seek t»s [lortiay ueeurafelv every 
iinnwte indiuet of tisat 'Idger, to make ;i living pie- 
ture. Thus, as vou reatl, I want you to tltink of her 
as sueh a sttulv. A fu'eat splendid nature, full of 
the passionate realisation of priuntive iustinets, im¬ 
mensely cultivated, pulishetl, hlasA Ytm must sec 
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introduction 

her at Litcenie, obsessed with the knowledg'c of her 
horrible life with her brutal, vicious husbaiul, tvi 
whom she had been sacrificed for politital Husuns 
when almost a schoolgirl. She suddenly sees this 
young Englishman, who comes as an eclio o! some¬ 
thing straight and true in manhood which, in tuit- 
ward appearance at all events, she has kIKnvI^ in her 
youth in the person of his Uncle Hubert. She per¬ 
ceives in him at once the Soul sleeping there; at id it 
produces in her a strong emotion. Then I want you 
to understand the effect of Love on them twth. In 
her it rose from caprice to intense devotitm, until 
the day at the Farm when it reached the highest 
point—a desire to reproduce his likeness, lltnv, 
with the most passionate physical emotion, her men¬ 
tal influence upon Paul was ever to raise him to vast 
aims and noble desires for future greatness. In turn 
love opened the windows of his Soul, so that he saw 
the fine in everything. 

The immense rush of passion in Venice came 
from her knowledge that they soon must part. N'o- 
tice the effect of the two griefs on Paul, 'fhe first, 
with its undefined hope, making him do well in all 
things—even his prowess as a hunter—-to raise him¬ 
self to be more worthy in her eyes; the second and 
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grown nobler In her ctesirc to make her Loved One’s 
son t spienciicl man. 

Arid to all who read, I .say--at least he just! mitl 
do not skip. No line is written witlmut its Uavittit 
a hearing npon llie next, and in its mhuU set-p*' Itelp. 
trig to make tire presentment nf these two Unman 
heings vivitl ami clear. 

Till! verdict I must leave to the IhihUc, but now, 
at all e\a*nts, ynii knnw, kind Leader, thiit to wff 
the '* Imperatof .laoe** appears fi ttfdile ivottiaft. Slid 
*'Paur’ npliftetl and {'xalted by his unirin with her. 

EuMot C11.YN. 
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OIAPTER I 

N OW this is an episode in a young man’s 
life, and has no real beginning or end¬ 
ing. And you who are old and have 
forgotten the passions of youth may condemn it. 
But there are others who are neither old nor 
young who, perhaps, will understand and find 
some interest in the study of a strange woman 
who made the illumination of a brief space. 

Paul Verdayne was young and fresh and fool¬ 
ish when his episode began. He believed in 
himself—he believed in his mother, and in a 
number of other worthy things. Life was full 
of certainties for him. He was certain he liked 
hunting better than anything else in the world— 
for instance. He was certain he knew his own 
mind, and therefore perfectly certain his passion 
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for Isabella Waring would last for ever! Ready 
to swear eternal devotion with that delightful in¬ 
consequence of youth in its unreason, thinking 
to control an emotion as Canute’s flatterers would 
have had him do the waves. 

And the Creator of waves—and emotions— 
no doubt smiled to Himself—if He is not tired 
by now of smiling at the follies of the moles 
called human beings, who for the most part in¬ 
habit His earth! 

Paul was young, as I said, and fair and strong. 
He had been in the eleven at Eton and left Ox¬ 
ford with a record for all that should turn a 
beautiful Englishman into a perfect athlete. 
Books had not worried him much! The fit of a 
hunting-coat, the pace of a horse, were things 
of more importance, but he scraped through his 
Smalls” and his “Mods,” and was considered 
by his friends to be anything but a fool. As for 
his mother—the Lady Henrietta Verdayne—she 
thought him a god among men! 

Paul went to London like others of his time, 
and attended the theatres, where perfectly vir¬ 
tuous young ladies display nightly their innocent 
charms in hilarious choruses, arrayed in the latest 
6 


TilREB 


motifs. He too, wtt!t tlicse lirnirtH—ant! 

fi‘lt liimsdf a man of the world. 

He had stayed alwtd in enintry lic:ins« for 
perhaps a tear, and h:ul ilanetnl thO'Unh tht‘ 
wlude M a 'a'a-uni with all the prettitot d/ou- 
tiinifs. And osu* or two t»f the ViHtni** tnarried 
W't«nen of forty Itail alreatly marked hint t*nt fi»r 
their prey. 

fly all lids yon e;tii '‘'*ee pea the kiiul of erealttre 
I’atd was. d'lirre are Inmdm!^ tif utfiers like 
hiitt, and perhaps titev. have the latent tptat' 
hies witieli lie dtwelopefl dtirtttit hi', eplasle -» 
only tliry rrifiaiii a-* he was in the l»t*,Kin* 
nitiK " 'if Hind a 4erp. 

That fallout liiiniiin^ tn \Iartdi, and Irtitj^ litd 
np W'itli a ‘.pr.iiiird anile and a hoketi r‘4tar' 
bine, ptmed the iaimiiiejieeiiteiit *•!' the I 
Warinij affair. 

She waos the ijara»fi*s ilamditer and I* still 
for the itiattrr of tliat! and offm in tlioie days 
Htwwt her ipinirs of ipdf and latrltw*. or a |pi»hl 
rtin on her frrt with the lioitod’;, nlir fimw tip to 
Vrrdayiir I'laer lo wtiir l.adv nnirirlta’-. Irtters 
for her. f'uhrllt wa'* itio-it iiiiiiahlr and deli|tlit- 
cd Ici make herself iisri'tti, 






Ami if fti'i- liiii.l'. wrrr hki ;»?.! fr,|, .41^, 
rlt^uly 411.1 mdl Tli. t.^y IIriiri.114. wli. fm. 
M*lt W.H flir 4 rlkitr t.mr Vi»*t.*rMii nr*s4rri 
iHiy roitl 4 tint Im.wjw 4 .titt* nf tttitirH 

wliirti tlir f;irt tlt:tl tirr g..! Hi, ,4 

imcfit ‘%tnnp h, tim 44m^hhrn( tltt^ ivn-ttiy ivirtli! 
Vrt HU It ivii 

|,i|^‘r. t.* liitii f. 4 l,,*|t 4 | 4 ;i.r 4 

with Isiiti tit tlir 4 hII litr ,4 hi. 

ViilrHVttw hatrlli Itri.rli Jir.| fst. 4 ,,.,. fhi, 
- tlwi Urn: ..f r>44rli tmiVi.! ,\th{ ur^* |rrrilp{r 
4.W fiiiil tiiifutriiii.iMv Iai'.r4 tlir Uritr hiiil lb; 
hMU 4'* Iti^, iffiPtIfrr riilrtr,! llir ihmih, 

Hvilf 4 i4\v 4 vrii thi, 1^-,^ 

lilt* f,ii4|%‘ IfrMiifll.t, ht-ifitj 4 t*ir4t 
rluifir^l tn 4 . Mtrif uii ihr mr.i 4 u|| 1 ,. 

41 b itui 4 

fyrlrttlaih' i-Irvrr utir 11»i; |»4i|t W4 . ir- 
ril.ittnl ht ft|»|*..4ffMii biu tbifiklmf liitit,rlf ,vii 
i« l-vr iblh fib. .f.iibifrr uf tb* riihWir 
rhmtH, .4, for tw:iflt htn ituhb HtHinti 

*l4*t fltr bir bii'r ht. Sir Claifr-s 

\ ml;iym\ wfo* w.t. r.ar:r it 

4II! a fiijii! t, i|r 4 utbfjni t.i iit:im* tnrry w*w;i« 

ftt? kiv'trb*' 


unmarneii girl unless he intends to make her his 
wife!” retorted Lady Henrietta, ‘*1 fear the 
worst I” 

Sir Charles snorted and chuckled, two un¬ 
pleasant and annoying habits his lady wife had 
newer been able to l)reak him of. So the affair 
grew and grew I Until towards tlie middle of 
April Paul was advised to^ travcd for his health. 

“Your father and I can satiction no engage¬ 
ment, Paul, liefore you returti,” said Lady Hen¬ 
rietta, “If, in Jnly, on your twenty-lhird birtfr* 
day, you still wish to break your mother’s heart 
—I suppose you must do so. But I ask of 
you the unfctteretl retlecticm of three months 
first.” 


ims seemeu reasonahle encmgh, and Paul 
sented to start upon a tour round luin^pt' not 
having siioken the final fatal am! binding words 
to Isal«lla Waring. They made their adieus in 
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for the lady’s scanty petticoat, it wiHikl have hvm 
difficult to distinguish Iier sex* 

“Good-bye, old chap,” she said “We have 
been real pals, and I’ll not forget you!” 

But Paul, who was feeling sfiUhiienlal. puf k 
differently. 

“Good-bye, darling,” he wliispertnl with a sus¬ 
picion of tremble in his chamhng voice, “f sfiall 
never love any woman hut yt>u~!itn^‘r, never in 
my life.” 

Cuckoo! screamed tlie bird iti the tree. 

And now we are getting nearer the eiiisode. 
Paris bored Paul— he did not know its and 
was in no mood to learn them, ffe rut«»iied 
about and went to the races. 1 lis fwas to,, 
indiffercnt to make theatres a pleasure, and the 
attractive ladies who smiled at his !,!uc* eyes wan e 
foi him dcfendues. A man .so recently parted 
from the only woman he coultl ever love had mi 
right to look at such things, lie tlarngfit. flow 
young and chivalrous and honest he was-.-|«M,r 

So he took to visitins Versnilles :iml l-<.titaiiic- 
bleau and Compi^pie with a pii,lf>-li<«.k, an.l 
caae to the conclusion it was all "beastly rot." 
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So he turned his back upon France and fled to 
Switzerland. 

Do you know Switzerland?—^yoii who read 
Do you know it at the beginning- of May? 'A 
feast of blue lakes, and snow-peaks, and the 
divinest green of young beeches, and the sombre 
shadow of dark firs, and the exhilaration of the 
air. 

If you do, I need not tell you about it. Only 
in any case now, you must see it through the 
eyes of Paul. That is if you intend to read an¬ 
other page of this bad book. 

It was pouring with rain when he drove from 
the station to the hotel. His temper was at its 
worst. Pilatus hid his head in mist, the Biirgen- 
stock was invisible—it was chilly, too, and the fire 
smoked in the sitting-room when Paul had it 
lighted. 

His heart yearned for his own snug room at 
Verdayne Place, and the jolly voice of Isabella 
Waring counting point, quint and quatorze. 
What nonsense to send him abroad. As if such 
treatment could be effectual as a cure for a love 
like his. He almost laughed at his mother’s 
folly. How he longed to sit down and write to 
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three weeks 

Ills darling. Write and tell how he hated it all, 
and was only getting through the time until he 
saw her six feet of buxom charms again—only 
aul did not put it like that—indeed, he never 
thought about her charms at all—or want of 
them. He analysed nothing. He was sound 
asleep, you see, to nuances as yet; he was just a 
spl^did English young animal of the best class. 
He had promised not to write to Isabella— 

or, if he must, at least not to write a love-let¬ 
ter. 

^ Dear hoy,” the Lady Henrietta had said when 
giving him her fond parting kiss, “if you are 
very unhappy and feel you greatly wish to write 
to Miss Waring, I suppose you must do so, but 
et your letter be about the scenery and the im¬ 
pressions of travel, in no way to be interpreted 
into a declaration of affection or a promise of 
future union—I have your word, Paul, for that?’’ 
And Paul had given his word. 

All right, mother—I promise—for three 
months.” 

And now on this wet evening the “must” had 

come, so he pulled out some hotel paper and be¬ 
gan. 
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say—-you know—I luite lK\i»*tnnin«* like 
this— I haV'C* arrived at this beastly jdace, and 
I am awfully unhappy. I think it wouUl have 
lieen better if I hatl brou| 4 ht Tike with me. only 
those rotten laws ahtnu .^ettiipu' the little ehap 
back to Blngland wtadd have been haiak Ibw 
is Moonlighter? And have they really ku)ked 
after that strain, do ytm gather? Make I'reno 
lett come down aiul retjort {»rogress to yon tlaily 
—I told him tcx My nKJtns look «»ut on a iKsist > 
ly lake, and there are montitains, 1 supi»»se, hut 
I can’t see them, d'iiere is hardly any tme iti 
the hotel, teiiuse the hasttn- visitors have all 
gone back and tht' summer tmes haven’t eotue. so 
1 doulit even if I ran have a game of hilliartls, 

I am sick of guide Ixioks, anti I slu»uld like to 
take tile next tram luHiit' ag'ain. I must circs# 
for dinner now, and I'll tinish this ti>nifht,” 

Paul tlressetl for tlinrier; his temper was vile, 
and his vak't tremhletl. dlien he went tiown into 
the restaurant senuiinf.p and wa*. uiup’aetott. to 
the polite and eoneiliatiug uailets, tatienug his 
food and a bottle of elaret as if they had done 
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him an injury. “Anglais/^ they said to one an¬ 
other behind the serving-screen, pointing their 
thumbs at him—'‘he pay but he damn.” 

Then Paul sent for the New York Herald and 
propped it up in front of him, prodding at some 
olives with his fork, one occasionally reaching 
his mouth, while he read, and awaited his soup. 

The table next to him in this quiet corner was 
laid for one, and had a bunch of roses in the 
centre, just two or three exquisite blooms that 
he was familiar with the appearance of in the 
Paris shops. Nearly all the other tables were 
empty or emptying;^ he had dined very late. 
Who could want roses eating alone? The menu, 
too, was written out and ready, and an expres¬ 
sion of expectancy lightened the face of the head 
waiter—^who himself brought a bottle of most 
carefully decanted red wine, feeling the tempera¬ 
ture through the fine glass with the air of a great 
connoisseur. 

“One of those over-fed foreign brutes of no 
sex, I suppose,” Paul said to himself, and turned 
to the sporting notes in front of him. 

He did not look up again until he heard the 
rustle of a dress. 
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brows close nntl t^lnred at: the rreature 

with his blue yniui|,^ eyes. 

An elderly, dignitied se*rvaut in Mark livery 
stood behind her chair. Slic herself w:r; all in 
black, and her hat—an cHiH-nsive, di aingiti^hed- 
looking hat— cast a shadow over lu-r eyt's. lU* 
could just see they were east tlmvii (»n her plate. 
Her face was white, he saw that plaitdy taranth, 
startlingly whit<', like a tnngtmlia hlnnui, an*} con' 
tained no marked features. Xo feature*, at all! 
he said to liimsdf. Yes--he was wrong, ’die hatt 







three weeks 


Paul was young, but he knew paint when he 
saw it, and this red w^as real, and vivid, and dis¬ 
concerted him. 


^ He began his soup—hers came at the same 
time; she had only toyed with some caviare by 
way of hors d'auvre, and it angered him to no¬ 
tice the obsequiousness of the waiters, who passed 
each thing to the dignified servant to be placed 
before the lady by his hand. Who was she to. be 
served with this respect and rapidity? 

Only her red wine the maitre d'hotel poured 
into her glass himself. She lifted it up to the 
light to see the clear ruby, then she sipped it and 
scented its bouquet, the maitre d'hotel anxiously 
awaiting her verdict the while. “Bon," was all 
she ^id, and the weight of the world seemed to 
fall from the man’s sloping shoulders as he bowed 
and moved aside. 

Paul’s irritation grew. ‘'She’s well over 
thi^,” he said to .himself. “I suppose she has 
not mg else to live for! I wonder what the 
devil she’ll eat next!” 


She ate a delicate truite bleu, but she did not 
touch her wine again the while. She.had almost 
finished the fish before Paul’s sole^u vin blcmc 
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arrived upon the scene, and this angered him the 
innre. Why siunild he wait for his dinner while 
this wtunun feasted? Why, indeed. What 
wendd lier next course Ir? lie found himself 
unpleasantly interesttal to know. The teiitlerest 
siiie tra^$:i;neau au hiit and the youngest greeti 4 »eas 
made their aptH'uranee, and agaiti the maitre 
d'hoiei returned, having ruixeil the sakul. 

Paul noticetl with all tliese things the lady ate 
hut a small tnuaion of each. And it was mH until 
a fat quail arrivetl later, while fu* him^adf was 
trying to get through two mutton eluqrs d 
/'nwg/nAv, that slie again tasted l»er claret. Yes, 
it was claret, he felt sure, ami prt»hahly wonder 
fill claret at that, ('onfouud her! haul tmtwd 
to the wine list. Wh.at e*tuid it he? i'ha 
teau Latour at (ifteen francs? t'hatrau Mar- 
g.'iux, or t'h.ateau Lufite at twenty? or ik?; 
sihly it was not lu*re at all, ami was special, ttM^ 
like the neies and the attention. He ealled Ins 
waiter and orderetl sttme port he felt he could 
not drink another drop of ht;i modest St. h'stepiie! 

All this time the latly hatl never (*nee ksi»ketl 
at him; imieed, except that one occasion when 
she h«t liftetl her head to i’xamirie tlw win® witli 
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the light through it, he had not seen her raise her 
eyes, and then the glass had been between him¬ 
self and her. The white lids with their heavy 
lashes- began to irritate him. What colour could 
they be? those eyes underneath. They were not 
very large, that was certain—probably black, too, 
like her hair. Little black eyes! That was ugly 
enough, surely! And he hated heavy black hair 
growing in those unusual great waves. 
Women’s hair should be light and fluffy and 
fuzzy, and kept tidy in a net—like Isabella’s. 
This looked so thick—enough to strangle one, if 
she twisted it round one’s throat. What strange 
ideas were those coming into his head? Why 
should she think of twisting her hair round a 
man s throat? It must be the port mounting to 
his brain, he decided—he was not given to spec¬ 
ulating in this way about women. 

What would she eat next? And why did it 
interest him what she ate or did not eat? The 
maitre d’hotel again appeared with a dish of mar¬ 
vellous-looking nectarines. The waiter now 
handed the dignified servant the finger-bowl, into 
which he poured rose-water. Paul could'just 
distinguish the scent of it, and then he noticed 
i8 
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the lady s hands. \’es, they at least were* hittlt- 
less; he cmdd not cavil at iiimi; slender anti 
white, witfi tliat trans|K:irerit wliiteiiesB like 
niitther (»t {tearh And what fiink nai!?i! Anti 
h{»w ptilishetl! Isahella’s hand'i hnt he reht.eil 
to think of thenn 

Ity this link* he was enusei'kis nf an ah.'<<>rld!i|j 
iiitorest thrillin,^- his vvht4e hritp* th.appr.winj; 
irritated intere^d. 

I he mdltrc dltHH iuhv renewed tfte elaset, tan 
of which the latly luid only thamk tku* * •> 

(Wfuit waste! tlnKtylit Pan!.) 

Aiul then lie rettuaied with a stranyehsoldiij^’ 
bt'dtle, anti this time tin* tliipuiUsl ',rt'vati;t p.utied 
the hrilliant |p<ltlen tinid intri a tiny ii<|iicnj' yLi 
\Miat Could it Ise? Paul was fantiltar with tno ,r 
htjucurs. Itatl he tad dined at every rcwtanrani ui 
l,otkl..ti, atid Nupprd vu'th hotiriri wltti ad-^ied 
i h f/h tli" fUi'Htlu’/ fUit this was hr lonnv. 

He ha«l heanl <.f ‘lAkay {infwial TnKay e.add 
it he I\ua ? And whrredid she get it ? Atnl who 
the devil was the wonian, anyway? 

She peeletl the neelarint* lei'^itrely -■ alte seeiiird 
to enjoy it niore than all the rest tif her diniiei", 
And what could that expression tncaii t>n tier 
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face? Inscrutable—cynical was it? No—^ab¬ 
sorbed. As absolutely unconscious of self and 
others as if she had been alone in the room. 
What could she be thinking of never to worry to 
look about her? 

He began now to notice her throat, it was 
rounded and intensely white, through the tran¬ 
sparent black stuff. She had no strings of pearls 
or jewels on ^unless—^yes, that was a great sap¬ 
phire gleaming from the folds of gauze on her 
neck. Not surrounded by diamonds like ordi¬ 
nary brooches, but just a big single stone so dark 
and splendid it seemed almost black. There was 
another on her hand, and yet others in her ears. 

Her ears were not anything so very wonderful! 
Not so very! Isabella’s were quite as good— 
and this thought comforted him a little. As far 
as he could see beyond the roses and the table she 
was a slender woman, and he had not noticed 
on her entrance if she were tall or short. He 
could not say why he felt she must be well over 
thirty there was not a line or wrinkle on her 
face—not even the slight nip in under the chin, 
or,the tell-tale strain beside the ears. 

She was certainly not pretty, certainly 
20 
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Well shaped—^yes—and graceful as far as he 
could judge; but pretty—a thousand times No! 

Then the speculation as to her nationality be¬ 
gan. French? assuredly not. English? ridicu¬ 
lous ! Equally so German. Italian ? perhaps. 
Russian? possibly. Hungarian? probably. - 

Paul had drunk his third glass of port and 
was beginning his fourth. This was far more 
than his usual limit. Paul was, as a rule, an 
abstemious young man. Why he should have 
deliberately sat and drank that night he never 
knew. His dinner had been moderate—distinct¬ 
ly moderate—and he had watched a refined feast 
of Lucullus partaken of by a woman who only 
tasted each plat! 

“1 wonder what she will have to pay for it all ?” 
he thought to himself. ‘"She will probably sign 
the bill, though, and I shan’t see.” 

But when the lady had finished her nectarine 
and dipped her slender fingers in the rose-water 
she got up—she had not smoked, she could not be 
Russian then. Got up and walked towards the 
door, signing no bill, and paying no gold. 

Paul stared as she passed him—rudely stared 
—^he knew it afterwards and felt ashamed. How- 
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ever, the lady never so much as luiticed him, nm* 
did she raise her eyes, so that wlivn she had hnally 
disappeared he was still unaware uf their culnur 
or expression. 

But what a figure she had! Sinuous, sitmile, 
rounded, and yet very slight. 

‘'She must have the smallest possifik* Imwics/* 
Paul said to himself, “liecause it Imiks all curvy 
and soft, and yet she is as slender as a 

She was tall, too, though not six feet-—like Isa¬ 
bella 1 

The waiters and mailre dlmiii all Imwcd and 
stood aside as she left, followed liy her ekierly, 
stately, silver-haired servant. 

Of course it would have liccn an easy imttter 
to Paul to find out her name, and all abiut her. 
He would only have had to summon Monsieur 
Jacques, and ask any question lie plea .rd. Put 
for some unexplained reason lie wcink! nut do 
this. Instead of which he scowletl in front of 
him, and finished his fourth glass of port, 'Then 
his head swam a little, and he went outside intt) 
the night. The rain had stopped anil the sky wan 
full of stars scattered in its intense blue, it was 
warm, too, there, under the clipped trees, Ihml 
22 
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Tlie wine naw IxsgJin to tire Im setKiS, Wiiy 
should he remain alone? He wa-^ yMttti|.t and 
rich and—surely even In I’aicerne tliere inirst 
be—, And then he felt a arid i<».tkrtl 

out on to the lake. 

Suddenly his heart seemed to swell with ‘;-nne 
emotion, a faint scent of tukTost-. fdlrd tlu* air 
—and from exactly aliove lus head there eame a 
gentle, tender sigh. 

He started violently, and linistjiitdy liirrtrd and 
looked up. Almost indistinginshalile lit the deep 
shadow he saw the wonnards face. It seen ted to 
emerge from a mist of black gau/e. And 10*4 
ing down into his were a pair oi a p.ui 

eyes. For a moment Pauls heart tVU a-, if it had 
stopped beating, so wtuulcrlul wa. tht'u ruVet 

upon him. They seemed tt> draw him.--draw 

something out of him—intoxicate liitit—jiaralyse 
him. And as he gazed up motionless the woman 
moved noiselessly back on to the terrace, atit! lie 
saw nothing but the night sky studded with Mars, 

Had he been dreaming? Had she really tierit 
over the ivy? Was he mad? Ycs''»<ir drunk*, 
because now he had seen the eyes, and yet he tlicl 
not know their colour! Were they Iilack, or 
24 





CHAPTER II 


P AUL’S head ached a good deal next morn¬ 
ing and he was disinclined to rise. How¬ 
ever, the sun blazed in at his windows, 
and a bird sang in a tree. 

His temper was the temper of next day—sod¬ 
den, and sullen, and ashamed. He even resented 
the sunshine. 

But what a beautiful creature he looked, as 
later he stepped into a boat for a row on the lake! 
His mother, the Lady Henrietta, had truly reason 
to be proud of him. So tall and straight, and 
fair and strong. And at the risk of causing a 
second fit among some of the critics, I must add, 
he probably wore silk socks, and was “beautifully 
groomed, ’ too, as all young Englishmen are of 
his class and age. And how supple his lithe 
body seemed as he bent over the oars, while the 
boat shot out into the blue water. 

The mountains were really very jolly, he 
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of fuict fomr mit, even thmig!! he had eaten no 
breakfast atul was tVelin‘i' rather cheap still, Yes, 
very f*hid. 

Atter ht* luul advanced a few 
he rested nti his (lars, nuil linked 
I hen witiuler came hack te hitti, where was 
tn-day the lady with the eyes? Or had 
<lreanied it and was there nn kiily at all? 

It sluudd nnt Wftrrw him aiivway— so 
aheacl, and erased tn speeidate, 
d'he fust thinyf he did when 
Inneh was t<» tini'di his letter tn 


e came in for 
ialiellii. 


**P. S.~.-Mr»ridayA he .added. *‘h is fitter tt>- 
tlay, itttfl I have had sotne <*\ereist‘, *rhe \a*t*\v 
istdt l«d nriw the mist has satne. I sltall rln stnne 
t limtiniff, I thtnk, lake t*at'e (d V'HU'self, tlear 
g'irk hyt*, 

”fo>vc from 


iirj . 


It was with a feelin|^ uf exeiteinent tltat he en¬ 
tered the re-Uattrant ba- (bvVtnicf. Would she he 
there;’ lh»\v Wfnsid she seettt iti tlayligltt? 

Ihit the littU* talde wheat* -.he had sat the tiigltfe 
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before was unoccupied. There were the usual 
cloth and glass and silver, but no preparations 
for any specially expected guest upon it. Paul 
felt annoyed with himself because his heart sank. 
Had she gone? Or did she only dine in public? 
Perhaps she lunched in the sitting-room beyond 
the terrace, where he had seen her eyes the night 
before. 

The food was really very good, and the sun 
shone, and Paul was young and hungry, so pres¬ 
ently he forgot about the lady and enjoyed his 
meal. 

The appearance of the Burgenstoclc across the 
lake attracted him, as afterwards he smoked an¬ 
other cigar under the trees. He would hire an 
electric launch and go there and explore the paths. 
If only Pike were with him—or—^Isabella! 

This idea he put into execution. 

What a thing was a funicular railway. How 
steep and unpleasant, but how quaint the tree- 
tops looked when one was up among them. Yes 

Lucerne was a good deal jollier than Paris. 
And he roamed about among the trees, never no¬ 
ticing their beautiful colours. Presently he 
paused to rest. He was soothed-—even peaceful. 
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If fie Iijui Pike he ctmltf really lie quite happy, he 
thijuglit. 

W hat was that rustle niiifing flic leaves alwve 
him. lie liH*ketl tip, autl started then as vittlently 
aliiidst as he hcul linne the night lH.'ft>re. because 
there, iseepiiig at him fnuu the leiuler green of 
the yutnig heeehe-s was tlie lady in filaek. Slie 
liH'ketl dtnvn ujutti him thriuigh the jiarted 
iHaighs, her Mark hat and lung hlark veil making 
a sliarp ailuatette against tht* vivid verdure, her 
wlitde tare in tender shadow mui framed iti tfie 
misty gauze, 

f *nd ■> heart heat vi«4e!it!y, He felt a tHilse in 
hi i tin oaf If a a tew sets aids. 

He knew he was ga/iiig into her eyes, anti lie 
lhf»nghl III* knew they were green. I'hey lonkecl 
kn get than lie had Imagined thetn to he. ^I'hev 
\\ele ..c*{ ,M hismtitniiy, too, jii,t a suspieiti'n of 
i ise at the eo; Her-., Aial tluar exju'ession was 
mocking'and etHniHdling--andPut slie let go 
tfie hranelti^', anil tli -appeared frottt view, 

fan! stoM(l still, Ht* was thrilHug' all over, 
Shtniid lie fuHuid in anunig tlie trees and follovv 
her? Should he eal) out ami ask her lt» etJiue 
Uek ? .Sfiould he»» -? Put when he had derided 
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and gained the spot where she inn^t have sttknh 
he saw it was a juncticni t»t thrtv path *. and he 
was in perfect ignorance which tme she fiatt takett, 
He rushed down the first ol tftem, Init it twisted 
and turned, and when he fiat I ginie far ettongh tu 
see ahead—^there was nt) one In sight. he re¬ 

traced his steps and Irknl tiie ^Tond. "riua. iw, 
ended in disappointment. Am! the third led to 
an opening where he eoultl see the <lr».eendjng 
fmiculaire, and just as it sank *»nt tit’ view he 
caught sight of a black dress, idintisr hitltlen hy a 
standing man’s fipre, wluuti lu* recn-ni .ed the 
elderly silver-haired servant 

Paul had learnt a numter of iwear»wcirtls at 
Eton and Oxford. And Ite let the tree^ hear 
most of them then. 

Pie could not get down hineselt until the train 
returned, and by that time whe re would ’.lie In*? 
To go by the paths would take an eteruit v. Phi i 
time circumstance had fairly «lone him. 

Presently he sauntered hack to the little liute! 
whose terrace commands the lake far fadow, and 
eagerly watching the craft upm it. he thought he 
caught sight of a black figure rccliniitg in an 
electric launch which sped over tlie blue water. 
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Tlmn ht‘ to reasoii witli liimself. Why 
shiHiItl f!u‘ .sigtii of thin woman hav^e caused him 
sucfi vii'lt'tu emt'ititm ? Wliy? WtitticH were 
jolly tilings that did not matter much-'-except 
Isainila. She tuattered, t'ourse, hut somehow 
lier mental picture eaaie less rea<lily to Ids mind 
than usual. I fie tlungs lie setaiU'd to see most 
disfiui'tly were tier hands her tug red luuut.s. 
And tiien he unenn-.ei.uisly tlrifted from all 
tilt night etf lirr, 

* Slu' eertaiulv lo«.ks yMittig'cr in daylight,” he 
r.;usl t»» hiiusel}, more than thirty pcT- 

liai». And what stri.tng«‘ hats with that 
shadow over her eyes. What is slitr doing 
here all alone? She must tie somdKaly from 
the iieople in the hotel making such a !m$ 
and that servant-- 'riiert wfty alone?” lie 
mused and ntiisetl. 

She wa"-* not a f/ewii mom/uiw**. I he hlnglish 
tute*. he kueu weie very ordiuarv penple, lait he 
had heard ot sume nt the hieneh ladies as Inung 
guife gruade t/unm, ami travtdUu|»' ea /uimv. Vet 
he wa . eonvineetl this was nt*t one t*f them. \Vhi> 
ftHfitl slie U’? Ue must know. 

do go haeli to the h*-tel would litr the shortest 

3 * 



train he left the Burgenstock. 

He walked up and down under the Itnie Uw 
outside the terrace of her rtK)«w for half .in 
hut was not rewarded in any way ft»r lit-*; pain-i. 
'And at last he went in. lie, tcni, wcHiId Imre n 
dinner worth eating, he th(»ughi. So In- r.-n 
suited the mattrc dlidtii on ln.< way up to 
and together they evolved a l»;ua|iwL Paul 
longed to question the man alKitt the iitiknr»w«, 
but as yet he was no actrtr, anti lie foiind he felt 
too much about it to do it naturally. 

He dressed with the greatest care, a inf de< 
scended at exactly half-past eight. Ye^, the tiilile 
was laid for her evidently«hiu there were gi^sitt 
carnations, not roses, in the silver vane night. 
How quicldy the waiters seemed to bring thing‘d 
And what a frightful lot there was to cat I And 
dawdle as he would, by nine a’chvk he had alnr - a 
finished. Perhaps it would he as welt t.:, -.rnd 
for a newspaper again. Anything tt> deity Idi 
having to rise and go out. An anvlnis 
fortable gnawing sense of expectancy dtaninatrd 
him. How ridiculous for a woman to be » 
.What cook could do justice to hts diHlies if tl‘ev 








were tiuis tci lit* kt'pt waitinif? She couldn’t pos- 
si!)ly tsavc mkmi it for half past nine, surely! 

(»mdua!!y. as that fiour passed aiul his secmul cup 
(tf olftee iiatl been sipped hi its finish. I*aul felt 


a sitkettinif sense of atup‘r and disappointment. 
He ipot up abruptly and went out. it, the hall. 
tt»iuin|,i Iron, the eorritlor of her nMuns, he met 


the lady face to faee. 


d‘hen with himself seiaed him. Why had 
he not waited;' bor no po-^ible reason could he 
Ipi bark now. And uhat a ebaiua' to look at her 
missed and all thrown awav. 

He -..n -adieidv down in the ball, resistinit the 
temptation to y^o intsi the ht'autiful uiuht. At 
least he wouki .ee tier lat her way l>.iek. Hut lie 
waitetl until neatly eleven, and she m-vei ap» 
pearetf and then the maddenitu; thoupht eame to 
liim^-' -he had pnobahly pa .sed to lier rotaus alonit' 
the terrace out dde, under the lime tree. 

lie houiitled up, and stalked into the starlipht. 
He eould see through the uindows of iht* restau-’ 
rant, and no one ua-. there. d‘hen he sat on tlie 
Irueh a?pd„^ under tlie ivy hut all was darkness 
and sdenee; and tlion .uidily depressed, Haul at 
last went to Hai. 
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Next day was so glorbiisly thw lliai, y«»utti 
and health sang within him. I W w.u u|, and 4 \\ay 
quite early. Not a thought of this stiangt* Inly 
should cross his mind for tlie entire* hr de- 
termined as he ate his hreakfant. And Iw 
started for the Rigi in a latirrh, taking tin* Kng ■ 
lish papers with him. Intense joy. t«t»| A {n. 
ter from Isabella! 


Such a nice letter. All alrmt Pike and MiMw- 
lighter, and the other horstH—^ainl %vm 

going to stay with a frieml at ll{arklieatlt. \%hnv 
she hoped to get better gt»lf tium at li*»nir ■ and 
Lady Henrietta had been graei«tiH hi hm, and 
given her Pauhs address, ami llirre Iwfl htTti a 
jolly big party” at Verdayne Hare for Sniitiiy 
but none of his **pals.” At least If therr virrr’ 
they were not in church, site addtd tv.mrh. 

All this Paul read in In*; laiuH’fi i-n t|u* uav t-, 
the Rigi, and for some unexjdained rraiori the tti 
formation seemed alxnit things a kmg wav 
and less thrilling than usual. Ite had a spietnhd 
c im , and when he got hack tt* l.ucrrne in che 
evening he was thoroughly tiretk am! mu hnuf^rv 
he flew down to his dinner, 








three weeks 

to-night he would be there to see her. But of 
course it did not matter if she came or not, he had 
conquered that ridiculous interest He would 
hardly look until he reached his table. Yes, there 
she was, but dipping her white fingers in the rose¬ 
water at the very end of her repast 
And again, in spite of himself, a strange wild 
thrill ran through Paul, and he knew it was what 
e had been subconsciously hoping for all clay 
and oh, alas! it mattered exceedingly. 

The lady never glanced at him. She swept 
from the room, her stately graceful movements 
eighting his eye. He could understand and 
appreciate movement-was he not accustomed to 
thoroughbreds, and able to judge of their action 
and line? 

How blank the space seemed when she had 
gone—dull and unspeakably uninteresting. He 
became impatient with the slowness of the wait¬ 
ers, who had seemed to hurry unnecessarily the 
night before. But at last his meal ended, and 
he went out under tlie trees. The sky was so 
full of stars it hardly seemed dark. The air was 

soft, and in the distance a band played a plaintive 
valse tune. 







find out—he rose, and peered atKwt liitn. Yi*«, 
there was a little gate, a flight of steps, n private 
entrance into this suite, jnst ronml the e**rmT, 
And as he looked at it, the lady, wrapped In a 
scarf of black gaitze, passed hliti, and -.taudiiig 
aside while the silver-haired servant t.ptnu-d the 
little door with a ke}% she then eriternl and dis¬ 
appeared from view. 


It seemed as if the star.s <lanrc<i t.* fhud. I Its 
whole being was quivering with rMitemetil. and 
now he sat on the Itench again nlnu»;t treinhhttg. 

He did not move for at least half an hmir: titen 
the clocks chimed in the town. No, tfiere was 
no hope; he would see her no more that tiiglit. 
He rose listlessly to go hack to l^al, ttriai uut 
with his day s climb. And as he stocKl up, titere, 
above the ivy again, he saw fier face looking 
down upon him. 

How had she crossed the terrace without his 
hearing her? How long had she teen there? 













CHAPTER III 


P AUL was never quite sure of what hap¬ 
pened that evening—everything was so 
wonderful, so unusual, so unlike his or¬ 
dinary life. The gate was unlocked he found 
when he got there, but no one appeared to 
be inside, and he bounded up the steps and on to 
the terrace. Silence and darkness—^was she fool¬ 
ing him then? No, there she was by one of the 
windows; he could dimly see her outline as she 
passed into the room beyond, through some heavy 
curtains. That was why no light came through 
to the terrace. He followed, dropping them 
after him also, and then he found himself in a 
room as unlike a hotel as he could imagine. It 
may have had the usual brocade walls and gilt 
chairs of the “best suite,” but its aspect was so 
transformed by her subtle taste and presence, it 
seemed to him unique, and there were masses of 
flowers—-roses, big white ones—tuberoses—lilies 
of the valley, gardenias,' late violets. The lights 
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were low and shaded, and a great coucli filled 
one side of the room beyond the fireplace. Such 
a couch! covered with a tiger-skin and piled with 
pillows, all shades of rich purple velvet and silk, 
embroidered with silver and gold—unlike any 
pillows he had ever seen before, even to their 
shapes. The whole thing was different and 
strange—and intoxicating. 

The lady had reached the couch, and sank into 
it. She was in black still, but gauzy, clinging 
black, which seemed to give some gleam of purple 
underneath. And if he had not been sure that in 
daylight he had thought they were green, he 
would have sworn the eyes which now looked 
into his were deepest violet, too. 

Come, she said. “You may sit here beside 
me and tell me what you think.^^ 

And her voice was like rich music—^but she 
had hardly any accent. She might have been an 
Englishwoman almost, for that matter, and yet 
he somehow knew that she was not. Perhaps 
it was she pronounced each word; nothing was 
slurred over. V^ithout her hat she looked even 
more attractive, and certainly younger. But 
what was age or youth ? And what was beauty 
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itself, "when a woman whose face was neithei* 
young' nor beautiful could make him feel he was 
looking at a divine goddess, and thrilling as he 
had never dreamt of doing in his short life? 

If any one had told Paul this was going to 
happen to him, this experience, he would have 
laughed them to scorn. To begin with, he was 
rather shy with ladies as a rule, and had not learnt 
a trick of entreprenance. It took him quite a 
while to know one well enough to even talk at 
ease. And yet here he was, embarked upon an 
adventure which savoured of the Arabian Nights. 

He came forward and sat down, and he could 
feel the pulse beating in his throat. It all seemed 
perfectly natural at the time, but afterwards he 
wondered how she had known his name was Paul 

and how it had all come to pass. 

^^For three days you have thought of me, Paul 
—IS It not so?” she said, half closing her lids. 

But he could only blurt out “Yes!” while he 
devoured her with his eyes. 

“We are both—how shall I say—drifting— 
hohday-making-trying to forget. And we 

must talk a little together, n’est-ce pas? Tell 
me ?” 
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on a tv Ivatjtiful, ymi kntiw, Paiil,’* she wett 
on. “So u\\ uiui straight like you luiglish. witi 
etirly hair ni i^-ohl. Your mother must liave lovet 
you as a l^ahy,’* 

“I supiH>.st' she ciitl,’' said Paul 

*‘SIh‘ is well ? Your fiitjther. the stately lady ?” 

“Very well”»“tlo you know her?*’ lie asked sur«* 


Pouff aifo I have seen her, atitl I knew you 
At ouee. -.u likt« ynu are and to ymtr uncles, espe* 
eially the I.nrd Hithert ’* 

“I hu’le t luhfU't hi A mtter!’’ 

"A -luit.T?" i.l.tiiilVil titr I.’itly. "Ami what 
tu.it. Atnl die smiled a divitu* smile, 
laid telt a.liametl, "Oh! well, it is t rotter, 
3r*'U knt>w that is like I hick* Iluhei't, 1 mean,” 
She laugln'd again, “Vnu do not explain well, 
hut 1 inultTstatuI you, And .s<i you ntdy resemble 
the Ihiele Hubert on the outside-fliat is gt>od.“ 

1 aul telt jealotis, I,ord Htdau't Aldriugham'.s 
leputatioii Uiv some things 'Was lutropeafi. 
“1 hope Sii,” he saitl with emidia.Hls. “And you 
ktievv him well then, tmj?*’ 

^’1 never said so." ivfilier! the htUv «T 
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him once—^twice perhaps—years ago—at the 
marriage of a princess. There» it has made you 
frown, we will speak no more of the Uncle Hu¬ 
bert!” and she leant back and laughed. 

Paul felt very young. He wuiUetl to sluuv her 
he was grown up, and he w'anted a imiukT of 
things which had never even formed themselves in 
his imagination before. But she went tm t.alking, 

“And your cotdetks were tmigh. Paid, and 
you were so cross that first evening, and hatetl 
me! And oh! Paul, you had far tut* much wine 
for a boy like you 1” 

Pie reddened to the rcx)ts of his fair wavy hair, 
and then he hung his head. 

“I know I did—"it was beastly of nie—-liut I 
was so—^upset—I—” 

“Look at me,” she said, and she bent forward 
over him—gliding feline movement inflnitedy 
sinuous and attractive. 

Then he looked, his big blue eyes still cloudy 
with a mist of shame. 

“You must tell me why you were ufMCt, l«by 

—Paul!” 

How often she said his name! lingering over 
it as if it were music. It thrilletl him every time. 
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Then he gained courage. 

But how did you know anything about it—or 
what I had—or what I drank? You never once 
raised your eyelids all the time \” 

Perhaps I can see through them when I want 
to—who knows!” and she laughed. 

And you wanted to—wanted to see throug-h 
them ?” ^ 


He was gazing at her now, and she suddenly 
looked down, while the most beautiful transpar¬ 
ent pink flushed her soft white cheeks, turning 
her into a tender girl almost. 'JThe change was 
so ^sudden, it startled Paul, and emboldened him. 

You wanted to!” he repeated in a glad voice. 
“You wanted to see me?” 


Yes, she whispered, and she looked up at 
him, but this time there was mischief in her eyes. 

“Is that why you sighed then among the ivy? 
What made you sigh ?” 


She paused a moment, and then she said slow¬ 
ly: “A number of things. You seemed so 


young, and so beautiful, and so—^^asleep.” 

“Indeed I wasn’t asleep !’f Paul exclaimed. ‘‘It 
would take a great deal more port than that to 
make me go to sleep. I was thinking of—” And 
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then he saw she had not meant that kind o£ sleep, 
and felt a fool-—and wondered. 

She helped him out. 

‘‘All this time you liave not told me why you 
were upset— upset enough to driitk Imd port. 
That was naughty of you, Paul” 

‘T was upset—over you. I was angry iKHuiuse 
I was so interested—’ and he retkknuHl again. 

She leant back among the puti>le cushmu^, her 
figure so supple in its lines, it made him think uf 
a snake. She half dosed her eyes again—and 
she spoke low in a dreamy voice: 

“It was fate, Paul. I knew it when I entered 
the room. I felt it again among tlw green tr«‘S. 
and so I ran from you—hut tonight it is pirn 
fort que moi —so I called you to emm in.” 

“I am so glad—so gladE said Paul 

She remained silent, Her in their nar» 
rowed lids gleamed at him, seeming to fjcnetrate 
into his very soul And now he noticed tier 
mouth again. It neither drooped nor smiled, it 
was straight, and chiselled and strong, and smfdl 
rather, and the lower lip was rounded and ilifhtly 
deft in the centre. A most appetising red flower 
of a mouth. 
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Then his voice broke, and he bent down and 
covered her hand with kisses. 

She quivered a little and drew away. She 
picked up a great bunch of tuberoses, and broke 
off all their tops. “There, take them!” she said, 
pressing them into his hands, and tho« against 
his heart. “Take them and go—and dream 
me. You have chosen. Drmm of me to-night 
and remember— there is to-morrow.” 

Then she glided back from him, and before he 
realised it she had gone noiselessly away through 
another door. 

Paul stood still. The room swanu his head 
swam. Then he stumbled out on to the terrace, 
under the night sky, the white btesoins still 
pressed against his heart. 

He must have walked atout for hcmri. The 
grey dawn was creeping over the silent world 
when at last he went back to the hotel and to his 
bed. 

There he slept and dreamt—never a dram! 
For youth and health are glorious things. And 
he was tired out 

The great sun was high in the heaverii when 
next he awoke. And the room was full of the 




















He cottld not go and call like ati ordinar) 
tor, because he did not know her name! 


ner, only tnat i 

wcio uunmig With aiixiety to see ner again. 

The simplest thing to do seemed to tlescrnd inti 
the hall and look at the Visitors’ List, wliicli h 
promptly did. 

There were only a few peofde in the hotel; i 
was not hard, therefore, gtie.ssing at the runnlrr 
of the rooms, to arrive at the convictimi lha 
‘‘Mme. Zalenska and snite” might lie what he wa, 
searching for. Zalenska— she was fMissilily Rns 
sian after all. And what was tier Christian namc! 
That he longed to know. 











ivs ne stood staring, his fair forehead pud<ered 
into a frown of tlurnglit, tlie silverdiairetl servant 
tatne up tehind !nni and said, vvith Ins respectful, 
dignitkd tearing: 

k pari di Madame;* handing l'>aul a let¬ 
ter the while. 

What could it contain ? 

Hut this was not the tnament for speculation— 
he woukl read and see. 

f‘ie turned his teck on the servant, and walked 
towarti--; the hglit, while Ite tore open the enve¬ 
lope. It had tlie tnost minute s|')hinx iti the cor- 
tu’r. ami the pafter was iimEriglish, and rather 
thin. 

This was what he read: 


'‘‘Af orning, 

Patil, 1 ani youtjg to-day, and we must .see the 
hlue lake ami the green trees, t'ome to the laud • 
iuif Um aids the statum. atul I will call fur you in 
mv Kuiut h. ^\m! you shall he V’tuuig, (tio, l*tuil 
and teaeli me! fiive Omitry the answer/' 

' I he answer is, ‘Yes, immediiitely’-—tell 
*Madaiue/’ Haul Hiikl 
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And then he trod on air nntil he arrived at the 
landing she had indicated, Soon the launch glided 
up, he saw her there reclining under an awning 
of striped green. 

It was a well-arranged launch, the comfortable 
deck-chairs were in the bows, and the steering 
took place from a raised perch behind the cabin, 
so the two were practically alone. The lady was 
in grey to-day, and it suited her strangely. Her 
eyes gleamed at him, full of mischief, under her 
large grey hat. 

Paul drew his chair a little forward, turning 
it so that he could look at her without reatniint 

“How good of you to send for me,” he said 
delightedly. 

She smiled a radiant smile. "Was it? I am 
capricious, I did not think of the good for you, 
only I wanted you-—to please myself. I wish to 
be foolish to-day, Paul, and see ycxir eyes dance, 
and watch the light on your curls." 

Paul frowned; it was as if she thought him a 

baby. 

Then the lady leant back and laughed, the 
sound was of golden bells. 

Yes, you are a baby!" she said, aniwering 
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' “Don’t think of it, then,” the latly whispered. 
“Be young like me, and live under the blue sky,” 
' How was it she knew his thoughts always? 
He blushed while he stammered: won’t 

think of it—or anything but you—Princess,” 

“Daring one!” she said, “who told you to call 
me that? The hotel people have been talking, I 
suppose.” 

“No,” said Paul, surprised, “I ctlletl ymi Prin¬ 
cess just because you seem like one to me—-liut 
now I guess from what you say, you are not plain 
Madame Zalenska.” 

Her eyes clouded for a second. “Madame 
Zalenska does to travel with—but you shall call 
me what you like.” 

He grew emboldened. 

“I suddenly feel I want so much—I want to 
know why your eyes were so mocking through 
the trees on the Biirgenstock? They drove tne 
nearly mad, you know, and I raced almit after 
you like a dog after a hare 1” 

“I thought you would— you did not control 
the expression when you gazed up at me! And 
so I was the true hare—and ran away I” 

She looked down suddenly and was sil«t for 











A lu'w fxisttnu'c seetiuHl Ui open to f^aurs view. 
And .iH tliv while .she lay hack in her chair almost 
nu»tion!es*, njily her wotulertul eyes lit up the 
stiaiup* whift'urss o| licr hire, 'riiere was ntit 
a touefi u{ iitaurtus'k’ luinU'. or eKpIanatirm of the 
inur-nnaliie (tj this situation in lier manner. It 
had a jiertni, cjuiet dip.uity, as if to kmk into the 
eyes an unknown yoinn;' nian at niglit over an 
ivy terrnee. and tfien speml a day with him alone, 
were the mo-,t natural thiups in the world to do. 

I atd U’lt she was a <iueen wliuse actions must 
!«’ left luujne .tioiuHk 

I’rtseuily they ratne to a stnall village, and 
heo* sue wtuti land attfl lunch. And from scMtie- 
where behind the eahiii Dmitry appeared, and 
wa . -amt an ahead, so that when they walked into 
die httir lu»tel a simple repast was waiting for 
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By this time Paul was absolutely enthralled. 
Never in his whole life had he spent such a morn¬ 
ing. His imagination was €xp^vmled. He saw 
new vistas, tiis brain almost whirletl Was it 
he—Paul Verdayne—who was seated opixisite 
this divine woman, drinking in her voice, and 
listening to her subtle curious thoughts? 

And what were the commonplace, ordinary 
things which had hitherto occupietl his mind? 
How had he ever wasted a moment on tliem ? 

It was his first awakening. 

When it came to the end~this delightful re¬ 
past—he called the waiter, ami wanted to pay the 
billj small enough in all conscience. Hut a new 
look appeared round the lady’s mouth-irnperi- 
ous, with an instantaneous flash in her eyes—a 
pure, steel-grey they were to-day. 

“Leave it to Dmitry,” she said quickly. “I 
never occupy myself with money. They diiplmM 
me, these details— and why spoil my day?” 

But Paul was an Englishman, and resented any 
woman’s paying for his foexL His mouth 
ch^ged, too, and looked obstinate. 

I say, you know —” he began, 

'Then she turned upon him, 
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“Understand at once,” she said haughtily. 
“Either you leave me unjarred by your English 
conventionalities, or you pay these miserable 
francs and go back to Lucerne alone!” 

Paul shrugged his shoulders. He was angry, 
but could not insist further. 

When they got outside, her voice grew caress¬ 
ing" again as she led the way to a path up among 
the young beeches. 

“Paul—foolish one!” she said. “Do you not 
think I understand and know you—and your 
quaint English ways? But imagine how silly it 
is. I am quite aware that you have ample money 
to provide me with a feast of Midas—all of gold 
—if necessary, and you shall some day, if you 
really wish. But to stop over paltry sums of 
francs, to destroy the thread of our conversation 
and thoughts—to make it all banal and everyday! 
That is what I won’t have. Dmitry is there for 
nothing else but to eviter for me these details. 
It is my holiday, my pleasure-day, my time of 
joy. I felt young, Paul. You would not make 
one little shadow for me—^would you, amif* 

No voice that he had ever dreamt of pos¬ 
sessed so many tones in it as hers—even one of 
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pathos, as she lingered over the word “sliadow.** 
All his annoyance melted. He only felt he would 
change the very mainspring of his life if neces¬ 
sary to give her pleasure and joy. 

“Of course I would not make a shadow,— 
surely you know that,” he said, mrn'cd. “()nly: 
you see a man generally pays for a wornajfrf 
food.” 

“Wlien she belongs to him—-kit T dcm’t 
to you, baby Paul, You, for thcs day, k-lunff to 
me—^and are my guest!” 

“Very well, then, we won’t talk akait it,” lie 
said, resigned by the caress in her words. Yu 
belong to her! That was something, if ktt for 
one day. 

“Only it mu.st never come up again, this quv. 
tion,” she insisted. “Should we spend mure Imur i 
on this lake, or other lakes—or in«Huituins, ur 
rivers, or towns—let us speak nevt*r of mnucw, 
or paying. If you only knew of Iuhv I hate it! 
the cruel yellow gold! I have heaps (,f it hea|r; 
of it! and for it human beings have always pai<l 
so great a price. Just this once in life let it liritig 
happiness and peace.” 

He wondered at the concentrated feeling sKe 
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expressed. What could the price be? And what 
was her history?” 

“So it is over, our little breeze,” she said gent¬ 
ly, after a pause. “And you will tease me no 
more, Paul?” 

“I would never tease you!” he exclaimed ten¬ 
derly. And, if he had dared, he would have 
taken her hand. 

“You English are so wonderful I Full of your 
prejudices,” she said in a contemplative way. 
“Bulldog tenacity of purpose, whether you are 
right or wrong. Things are a custom, and they 
must be done, or it is not ‘playing the game,^ ” 
and she imitated a set English voice, her beautiful 
mouth pursed up, until Paul had to use violent 
restraint with himself to keep from kissing it. “A 
wonderful people—^mostly gentlemen and gener¬ 
ally honest, but of a common sense that is disas¬ 
trous to sentiment or romance. If you were not 
so polished, and lazy and strong—and beautiful 
to look at, one would not consider you much be¬ 
yond the German.” 

“Not consider us beyond a beastly German!” 
exclaimed Paul indignantly. 

And the lady laughed like a child. 
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“Oh! you darling Paul I” she said. “You dear, 
insular, arrogant Englishman! You have no 
equal in the world!” 

Paul was ojffended, 

“If you had said an Austrian tiow—hwt a Ger¬ 
man—he growled sulkily. 

“The Austrians are charming," allowe<I the 
lady, “but they err the other way; they have not 
enough common sense, they are only great gen¬ 
tlemen. Also, they are naturally awake, whereas 
you English are naturally asleep, and you your¬ 
self are the Sleeping Beauty, Paul" 

They had climl)ed up the path now some two 
hundred feet, and all around them were stripling 
beeches of an unnaturally exquisite green, as 
fresh and pure and light almost as leaves of the 
forced lily of the valley. 

The whole world throbbed with youth anil 
freshness, and here and there, wide of the |>ath, 
by a mossy stone, a gentimi raised its azure 
head, “small essences of sky," the lady called 
them. 

“Let us sit down on this piece of rcx:k,*‘ Paul 
said. “I want to hear why I am the Sleeping 
Beauty. It is so long since I read the story. 
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WAS {(utvcrinj^*' with rKcilftiU'nt at this moment, 
tlie result t»f the tluH4»hl of a kiss—ant! his blue 
eyes hlu/e<l with desire as t!iey <!' vt)ured her face, 
'"^'e.s it is St),” salt! the lady, a U»\v note iu her 
‘dieeause I luhlehrand ^(ave Ihidinea soul 


vou'e. 




THREE WEEKS 

nised the poetry and pathos and tender sentiment 
she wove round those two, and the varied moods 
of Undine, and the passion of her knight And 
when she came to the evening of their wedding, 
when the young priest had placed their hands to¬ 
gether, and listened to their vows—when Undine 
had found her soul at last, in Huldebrand’s arms 
—■her voice faltered, and she stopped and looked 
down. 

And then?’ said Paul, and his breath came 
rather fast “And then?” 

He was a man, you see, Paul; so when he had 
won her love, he did not value it—^he threw it 
away.” 

Oh, no! I dont believe it!” Paul exclaimed 
vehemently. 'It was just this brute Huldebrand. 
But you don’t know men—to think they do not 
value what they win—you don’t know them, in¬ 
deed!” 

She looked down straight into his face, as he 
gazed up at her, and to his intense surprise he 
could have sworn her eyes were green now! as 
green as emeralds. And they held him and fas¬ 
cinated him and paralysed him, like those of a 
snake. 
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it Him iiurtuy H|ienic, im nunea liis face 
ike a chiltt, ami kept it tliere, kissing 
liaiuls. ft is straw fiat, with its Zin- 
lay on tlie grass licsiile him, and a 
I stmlight glaneetl tlirougli the trees, 
cri'-jj ua\a*N uf Ins brnshecl-tmck liair 

rtu?'hetl gnhl, 

atnvrd i»uc haml from his impassiemed 
toiu'hetl the enri with her finrer-tios. 


tit trie ttaj was providing new etnottons for him. 
Snrriy tills was what Colurnlats tmist have felt, 
nearing the new wtirltL lie imlled himself to- 
nether. She wa . m»t angry tluni at liis outburst, 
ami hi% eaieM 'though soiuetluiig in her face 
uaruetl hint not t«f err ap.ain. 

"’dVIl me the re.t,*’ he said {tleatliugly, “Why 
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'did lie not value Undine’s love, and wliat made 
the fool throw it away?” 

‘‘Because he possessed it, you see,” said the 
lady. “That was reason enough, surely.” 

Then she told him of the ceasing of Undine's 
wayward moods after she had receivetl fier smil 
—of her docility—of her tenderness—of I lulde- 
brand’s certainty of her love. Tlien of his in¬ 
evitable weariness. And at last of tlie Court, and 
the meeting again with Hildegarde, and of all the 
sorrow that followed, until the eml, when the 
fountains burst their stoppings ami rnshcnl up¬ 
wards, wreathing themselves into tfie figure of 
Undine, to take her Love to deatli with lier kiss. 

“Oh! he was wise I” Paul said. “He chose to 
die with her kiss, lie knew at last then—what 
he had thrown away.” 

“That one learns often, Paul, when it has 
grown—too late! Come, let us live in the sun¬ 
shine. Live while we may.” 

And the lady rose, and giving him her hand, 
she almost ran into the bright light of day, where 
even no tender shadows fell 
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;>htnutl lu* <ln:’ Ifo was grrnvirig aware of tlie 
fart tliat sht* was not a Isit: like lits mother* or 
Isalx^lla. fir any of tlic other women whom he 
knew people wliose tnorKls lie ha<l never even 
speeulated alKuit if they laid any-~-whieh he 


At last, as they neared a small Imy where an¬ 
other tempting; little chalct”hotcl mirrored itself 
in the elear water, he spoke. A note in his voice 
hi^i charming yonng voice^as of a child in 
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“Are—are you cross with me F”’ 

Then she came back front her other world. 
“Cross with you? Foolish one! No, I tim 
dreaming. And I forgot that you cottltl not 
know yet, or understand. English Patil I who 
would have me make conversation and ch«atter 
commonplaces or he feels a gmei See, I will 
take you where I have ken into this infinite sky 
and air”—she let her hand fall on his arni and 
thrilled him-^'look up at Pilatns. Do ynu 
his head so snowy, and all the delicate shadows 
upon him, and his look of mystery? Attd tlitwe 
dark pines—and the great chasms, and the wild 
anger the giants were in when they hurled these 
huge rocks about? I have lieen with tfiem, and 
you and I seem such little peotile, Paul. Wc can¬ 
not throw great rocks alx:jut~we arc only two 
small ants in this grand world.” 

Paul’s face was pmzkii he did not Idieve in 
^ants. ^ His mind was not accustomed yet to 
tee flights of speech, he felt stupid and irritated 
with himself, and in some way humiliated, Hie 
lady leant over him, her face playfully tender. 
Great blue eyes!” she said. “So pretty, so 
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pretty! What matter whether they can see or 
no?” And she touched his lids with her slender 
fingers. 

Paul quivered in his chair. 

‘'You know I” he gasped. “You make me mad 
—I— But won’t you teach me to see? No one 
wants to be blind! Teach me to see with your 
eyes, lady—my lady.” 

“Yes, I will teach you!” she said. “Teach you 
a number of things. Together we will put on 
the hat of darkness and go down into Hades. 
We shall taste the apples of the Hesperides— 
we will rob Mercure of his sandals—and Gyges 
of his ring. And one day, Paul—^when together 
we have fathomed the meaning of it all—what 
will happen then, enfant?” 

Her last word, "enfant,” was a caress, and 
Paul was too bewildered with joy to answer her 
for a moment. 

“What will happen ?” he said at last. “I shall • 
just love you—that’s all!” 

Then he remembered Isabella Waring, and sud¬ 
denly covered his face with his hands. 

They stopped for tea at the quaint chalet-hotel, 
and after it they wandered to pick gentians. The 
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lady was sweet and sympathetic and gay; she 
ceased startling him with wild fancies; indeed, 
she spoke of simple everyday things, and got him 
to tell her of his home and Oxford, and his horses 
and his dogs. And when they arrived at the 
subject of Pike, her sympathy drew Paul nearer 
to her than ever. Of course she would love Pike 
if she only knew him! Who could help loving a 
dog like Pike ? And his master waxed eloquent. 
Then, when he looked away, the lady’s weird 
chameleon eyes melted upon him in that strange 
tenderness which might have been a mother’s 
watching the gambols of her babe. 

The shadows were quite deep when at last they 
decided to return to Lucerne—a small bunch of 
heaven’s own blue flower the only trophy of the 
day. 

Paul had never enjoyed himself so much in his 
twenty-three years of life. And what would the 
evening bring? Surely more joy. This parting 
at the landing could not be good-night! 

But as the launch glided nearer and nearer his 
heart fell, and at last he could bear the uncer¬ 
tainty no longer. 

“And for dinner ?” he said. “Won’t you dinq 
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rived, and sat near? A fresh young* grirl and a 
youth, and a father and mother. People who 
would certainly play billiards and probably 
bridg-e. What did anything matter in the world ? 
Time must be got through, simply got through 
until ten o’clock—that was all 
At half-past nine he strode out and .sat upon 
the bench. His thoughts went back in a coiistant 
review of the day. How she had looked, where 
they had sat, what she had said. Why her eyes 
seemed green in the wood and blue on the water. 
Why her voice had all those tones in it. Why she 
had been old and young, and wise and childish. 
Then he thought of the story of Undine and the 
lady s strange, snake’s look when she had said : 
'T do not know men?-—You think not, Paul?” 

His heart gave a great bound at the remem¬ 
brance. He permitted himself no speculation as 
to ^ where he was ^ drifting. He just sat tlierc 
tliiilling in every limb and every sense and every 
quality of his brain, 

^ As the clocks chimed the hour something told 

him she was there above him, although he heard 
no sound. 

Not a soul was in sight in this quiet corner. 
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He luniiKlcd on to the Injiich to be nearer~-if she 
sIuHihl ctHiie. If she were there hiding in the 
shadows. I his was niaddening—nnhearable. 
I le would clinil) the Imliistrade to see. Then oitt 
tvf tlie blackest gloom came a laugh of silver, A 
soft laugh that was almost a caress. And slid- 

denlj she crept close and leant down over the 
ivy. 

I aid, slie whispered. “[ have come, you 
nee, to wish y<m—good-night!” 

_ I’anl stiHul up to his full height. He put out 
his arms tn draw her to liim, but she eluded him 
:md darltnl asitle. 

He gave a great sigh of pain. 

Slowly she came hack anti Imit over and over 
if her own acconl—so low that at last she was 
evel with his face. And slowly her red li 



CHAPTER VI 


R ain, rain, rain 1 That was not an agree¬ 
able sound to wake to when one had not 
had more than a few lunirs’ sleep, and 
one’s only hope of the day was to see one’s lady 
again. 

So Paul thought despairingly. What would 
happen? No lake, or mountain climb, was prjs- 
sible—but see her he must. After that kiss— 
that divine, enthralling, undreamed-of kiss. 
What did it mean? Did she love Inm? He 
loved her, that was certain. The poor feeble emo¬ 
tion he had experienced for Isabella was com¬ 
pletely washed out and gone now. 

He felt horribly ashamed of himself when he 
thought about it. His parents were perfectly 
right, of course; they had known best, and for¬ 
tunately Isabella had not perhaps believed him, 
and was not a person of deej) feeling anyway, 

But the extreme discomfort of the thouglit of 
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uie cue was cast, and in any case ne was nac 
Ixiiind to Isabella in any way. But at least he 
ouiflit to write to her and tell her he had made a 
mistake. That was the only honest thing to do. 
A terrible duty, and he must brace himself up to 
accomplish it. 

He breakfasted in his sitting-room, bis 
thoughts sc(.>urging him the while, and after¬ 
wards, with a hulUltvg determination, he faced the 
writing-talile and began. 

He tore up at least three sheets to start with 
—no Greek lines of nuuisliment in his hoyhood 
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that,” and he scratched the paragraph out and 
began again. “I have made a mistake in my 
feelings for you; I know now that they were 
those of a brother—” ‘^0 X^ord, what am I to 
say next, it does sound bald, this!” The poor 
boy groaned and ran his hands through his curly 
hair, then seized the pen again, and continued— 
“as such I shall love you always, dear Isabella. 
Please forgive me if I have caused you any pain. 
It was all my fault, and I feel a beastly cad.— 
Your very unhappy Paul.” 


This was not a masterpiece! but it would have 
to do. So he copied it out on a fresh piece of 
paper. Then, when it was all finished and ad¬ 


dressed he ran down and po.sted it liimself in the 
hall, with some of the emotions Alexander may 
have experienced when he burnt his .sliips. 

The dock struck eleven. At what time would 


he see the lady —his lady he called her now. 
Some instinct told him she did not wish the hotel 


people to be aware of their acquaintance. lie 
felt it wiser not to send a note. He mu.st wait 
and hope. 

Rain or not, he was too English to stay indoors 
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all day. So out he went and into the town. The 
quaint bridge pleased him-; he tried to think how 
she would have told him to use his eyes. He 
must not be stupid, he said tO' himself, and already 
he began to perceive new meanings in things. 
Coming back, he chanced to stop and look in at 
the fur shop under the hotel. There were some 
nice skins there, and what caught his attention 
most was a really splendid tiger. A magnificent 
creature the beast must have been. The deepest, 
most perfectly marked, largest one he had ever 
seen. He stood for some time admiring it. An 
infinitely better specimen than his lady had over 
her couch. Should he buy it for her? Would 
she take it? Would it please her to think he had 
remembered it might be what she would like? 

He went into the shop. It was not even dear 
as tigers go, and his parents had given him ample 
money for any follies. 

^‘Confound it, Henrietta! The boy must have 
his head!” Sir Charles Verdayne had said. “He’s 
my son, you know, and you can’t expect to cure 
him of one wench unless you provide him with 
shekels to buy another.” Which crudely ex¬ 
pressed wisdom had been followed, and Paul had 
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tio worries where his banking account was con¬ 
cerned. 

He bought the tiger, and ordered it to be sent 
to his rooms immediately. 

Then there was lunch to he thought of. She 
would not be there probably, but still he had a 
faint hope. 

She was not there, nor were any preparations 
made for her; but when one is twenty-three and 
hungry, even if deeply in love, one must eat. The 
English people had the next table kyontl the 
sacred one of the lady. The girl was pretty anti 
young, and laughing. But what a doll! thought 
Paul. What a meaningless wax doll I Not worth 
—not worth a moments glancing at. 

And the pink and white fluffy girl was saying 
to herself: ‘''There is Paul Verdayne again. I 
wish he remembered he had met me at the 
De Cottrcys’, though we weren’t iittroduced. I 
must get Percy to scrape up a conversation with 
him. I wish mamma had not made me wear this 
gi een alpaca to-day.” But Paul’s blue eyes gazed 
through and beyond her, and saw her not. So 
all this prettiness was wasted. 

And directly after lunch he .returned to his sit- 
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me tiger wniUti prolKiliIy have ar¬ 
rived, and he wanted to fnrtlier examine it. Yes, 
it was there. He pulled it out and spretul it 
over the door. What a splendid creatnre—it re- 
minded him in some way of her—his lady. 

Then he went into hi.s bedroom and fetdied a 
pair of sds.sors, and proceeded to kneel on the 
door and pare away the pinked-ont blade cloth 
which came beyond the skin. It kxiked banal, 
and he knew she would not like that. 

Oh I he was awaking! this lieautifiil young 
Paid. 

He had scarcely finished when there was a tap 
at the door, and Dmitry appeared wdth a note. 
The thin, remernhered paper thrilled him, and he 
tfxjk it from the servant’s hand. 


‘‘Paul—-I am in the devil’s mtmd to-day. Akmt 
5 o’clock come to me liy the terrace steiis.” 

that was all—there was no date or signature. 
Hut Paul’s heart lieat in his throat with joy. 

“I want the skin to go to Madame,” he said. 
“Have yon any means of conveying it to her 
w'illioiit the whole world seeing it go?” 
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The stately servant bowed. ‘Tf the Excel¬ 
lency would help him to fold it up,” he said, “he 
would take it now to his own room, and from 
thence to the appariement numero 3.” 

It is not a very easy thing- to fold up a huge 
tiger-skin into a brown paper parcel tied with 
string. But it was accomplished somehow and 
Dmitry disappeared noiselessly with it and an 
answer to the note: 

“I will be there, sweet lady. 

“Your own Pauju” 


And he was. 

A bright fire burnt in the grate, and some 
palest orchid-mauve silk curtains were drawn in 
the lady’s room when Paul entered from the ter¬ 
race. And loveliest sight of all, in front of tlie 
file, stretched at full length, was his tiger-—and 
on him—also at full length—reclined the lady, 
garbed in some strange clinging garment of 
heavy purple crepe, its hem embroidered with 
gold, one white arm resting on the beast’s head, 
her back supported by a pile of the velvet cush¬ 
ions, and a heap of rarely bound books at her 
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side, while between her red lips was a rose not 
redder than they—an almost scarlet rose. Paul 
had never seen otie as red before. 

The whole picture was barbaric. It might 
have l)cen some painter’s dream of the Favourite 
in a harem. It was not what one would expect 
to find in a sedate Swiss hotel, 

She did not stir as he stepped in, dropping the 
heavy curtains after him. She merely raised 
her eyes, and looketl Paul through and through. 
Her whole expression was chatiged; it was wicked 
and dangerous and pr(wocanie> It seemed quite 
true, as she had said—-she was evidently in the 
devil’s mood, 

Paul hounded forward, but she raised one hand 
to stop him. 

”No! you must not come near me, Paul. I 
am not safe to-day. Not yet. See, you must 
sit there and we will talk.” 
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envoy here—and you bought me the tiger, Paul. 
Ah! that was good. My beautiful tiger!” And 
she gave a movement like a snake, of joy to feel 
its fur under her, while she stretched out her 
hands and caressed the creature where the hair 
turned white and black at the side, and was deep 
and soft. 

‘'Beautiful one! beautiful one!” she purred. 
“And I know all your feelings and your passions, 
and now I have got your skin—for the joy of my 
skin!” And she quivered again with the move¬ 
ments of a snake. 

It it not difficult to imagine that Paul fdt far 
from calm during this scene~~”nKteed he was 
obliged to hold on to his great chair to prevent 
himself from seizing her in his arms. 

“I’m—Pm so glad you like him,” he said in a 
choked voice. “I thought probably you would. 
And your own was not worthy of you. I found 
this by chance. And oh! good God! if you knew 
how you are making me feel—lying there wasting 
your caresses upon it!” 

^ She tossed the scarlet rose over to him; it hit 
his mouth. 

I am not wasting them,” she said, the inno- 
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cence of a kitten in her strang'e eyes—^their colour 
impossible to define to-day. ‘Indeed not, Paul! 
He was my lover in another life—^perhaps—who 
knows ?” 

“But I,” said Paul, who w^as now quite mad, 
“want to be your lover in this!” 

Then he gasped at his own boldness. 

With a lightning movement she lay on her 
face, raised her elbows on the tiger’s head, and 
supported her chin in her hands. Perfectly 
straight out her body was, the twisted purple 
drapery outlining her perfect shape, and flowing 
in graceful lines beyond—like a serpent’s tail. 
The velvet pillows fell scattered at one side. 

“Paul—^what do you know of lovers—or 
love?” she said. “My baby Paul!” 

“I know enough to know I know nothing yet 
which is worth knowing,” he said confusedly. 
“But—but—don’t you understand, I want you to 
teach me—” 

“You are so sweet, Paul! when you plead like 
that. I am taking in every bit of you. In your 
way as perfect as this tiger. But we must talk 
—oh! such a great, great deal—^first.” 
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'A rage of passion was racing through Paul, 
nis incoherent thoughts were that he did not want 
to talk—only to kiss her—to devour her—to 
strangle her with love if necessary. 

He bit the rose. 

‘'You see, Paul, love is a purely physical emo¬ 
tion,” she continued. “We could speak an im¬ 
mense amount about souls, and vSympathy, and 
understanding, and devotion. All beautiful 
things in their way, and possible to be enjoyed 
at a distance from one another. All the thitigs 
which make passion noble—but without love— 
which is passion—these things dwindle and Ijc- 
come duties presently, when the hy.sterical exalta¬ 
tion cools. Love is tangibk—it means to he clo.se 
—close—to be clasped—to be touching—to lie 
One!” 

Pier voice was low—so concentrated as to be 
startling in contrast to the drip of the rain oitt- 
side, and her eyes—half closed and gleaming—■ 
burnt into his brain. It seemed as if strange 
flames of green darted from their pupils. 

“But that is what I want!” I’aul said, un¬ 
steadily. 

“.Without counting the cost? Tears and— 
8 o 
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cold steel—and blood!” she whispered. “Wait 
a while, beautiful Pauli” 

He started back chilled for a second, and in 
that second she chang'ed her position, pulling' the 
cushions around her^ nestling into them and 
draw'ing herself cosily up like a child playing on 
a mat iti front of the fire, while with a face of per¬ 
fect innocence she looked up as she drew one of 
her great books nearer, and said in a dreamy 
voice: 

“Now we will read fairy-tales, Paul.” 

But Paul was too moved to speak, lliese rapid 
changes were too tmteh for him, greatly advanced 
thongb he had become in these short clays since 
he had known lier. He leant back in his chair, 
every nerve in his body ctuivering, his young fresh 
face almost pale. 

“Paul,” she cooed plaintively, “to-morrow I 
shall be reasonable again, perhaps, and human, 
but to-day I am capricious and wayward, and 
mustn’t Im teased. I want to read about Citpid 
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And she commenced in Latin, in a chanting, 
tender voice. Patti had forgotten most of the 
Latin he knew, but he remembered enough to be 
aware that this must be as easy as English to her 
as it flowed along in a rich rhythmic sound. 

It soothed him. He seemed to be dreaming of 
flowery lands and running streams. After a 
while she looked up again, and then with one of 
her sudden movements like a graceful cat, site 
was beside him leaning from the Itack of his 
chair. 

“Paul!” she whispered right in his ear, “am T 
being wicked for you to-day ? I cannot help it. 
The devil is in me—and now 1 mu.st sing.” 

“Sing then!” said Paul, maddened with again 
arising emotion. 

She seized a guitar that lay near, and began in 
a soft voice in some language he knew not—a 
cadence of melody he had never heard, Imt one 
whose notes made strange quivers all up his spine. 
An exquisite pleasure of sound that was almost 
pain. And when he felt he could bear no more, 
she flung the instrument aside, and leant over liis 
chair again—caressing his curls with her dainty 
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fingers, and purring unknown strange words in 
his ear, 

Paul was young and unlearned in many things. 
He was completely enthralled and under her do- 
minion~l)ut he was naturally no weakling of 
body or mind. And this was more than he could 
stand. 

“Fuw mustn’t be teased. My God! it is you 
who are maddening me!” he cried, his voice 
hoarse with emotion, “Do you think I am a 
statue, or a table, or chair—or inanimate like that 
tiger there? I am not, I tell you!” and he seized 
her in his arms, raining kisses upon her which, 
whatever they lacked in subtlety, made up for in 
their passion and strength. “Some day some 
man will kill you, I suppose, but I shall be your 
lover—first!” 

I'he lady gasped. She looked up at him in be¬ 
wildered surprise, as a child might do who sets 
a light to a whole Ikik: of matches in play. What 
a naughty, naughty toy to burn so (|uickly for 
such a little strike! 

But r’anl’s young, strong arms held her close, 
she could not struggle or move. Then she 
laughed a laugh of pure glad joy. 
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“Beautiful, savage Paul,” she wliisperetl 
“Do you love me ? Tell me that ?” 

“Love you!” he said. “Ckxxl God! Love 
you! Madly, and you know it, darling Queen.” 

“Then,” said the lady in a voice in wliich all 
the caresses of the world seemed melted, “then, 
sweet Paul, I shall teach you many things, and 
among them I shall teach you how-~tt>—L ive.” 

^ 9|e >)c 

And outside the black stonn made the dark¬ 
ness fall early. And inside the half-liurnt logs 
tumbled together, causing a cloud of gtdden 
sparks, and then the flames leapt up again atid 
crackled in the grate. 













A t dinner that night the lady came in after 
Pant was seated. She was all in black 
velvet, .stately and dignified and fine. 
She pased hi.s chair and took her seat, not the 
faintest sign of recognition on her face. And 
although he was prepared for this, for some rea- 
son his heart sank for a moment. Her demeanour 
was the same as on*the first night he had seen her, 
hardly raising her eyes, eating little of the most 
exciuisite food, and appearing totally unconscious^ 
of her neightxnirs or their ways. 

She caused a flutter of excitement at the Eng¬ 
lish table, the only other party, except two old 
men In a corner, who had dined so late, and the) 
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to sit there and realise that she was his—his very 
own! And only four nights ago lie had been a 
rude stranger, too, criticising her every niove- 
ment, and drinking too much port with annoyance 
over it all. And now his whole life was changed. 
He saw with new eyes, and heard with new ears, 
even his casual observation was altered and 
sharpened, so that he noticed the texture of the 
cloth and the quality of the glass, and the .shape 
of the room and its decoration. 

And how insupportably commonplace the 
good English family seemed! That bread-and- 
butter miss with her pink cheeks and fluffy hair, 
without a hat! Women’s hair should lie black 
and grow in heavy waves. He was certain of 
that now. How like them to come into a foreign 
restaurant hatless, just because they were luiglish 
and must impose their customs! Ife sat and 
mused on it all, as he looked at his velvet-clad 
Queen. A sense of complete joy and satisfaction 
stealing over him, his wild excitement and emo¬ 
tion calmed for the time. 

The delightful sensation of sharing a secret 
with her—a love-secret known only to them¬ 
selves. Think, if these Philistines gttessed at it 
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even! their faces. And at this tlionght Paul 
almost lauglied aloud. 

With passionate interest he absorbed every lit¬ 
tle detail about his lady. 1 low exactly she knew 
what suited her. How refined and grande dame 
and (piiet it all was, and what an air of breeding 
and cammand she had in the poise of her little 
Greek head. 

What did it matter wliat age she was, or of 
what nation? What ditl anything matter since 
slie was bis? Anti at that thonglit his heart be¬ 
gan Ui beat again anti cause liim to speculate as to 
his evening. 

Wottld site let liirn come Imck to tlie terrace 
room after dinner, or must he get through the 
time as best he could ? When he had left her, half 
dazed witli joy and languor, no arnmgements 
hatl l)€en rnade—no defmitc phm settled. Hut 
of course she could not mean him not to wish her 
good-night—not mm. h'or one second licdore 
she left the room their eyes itiet, she raised a red 
rose, wliich sfie had taken from the silver vase, 
casually to her lips, and then passed out, hut Paul 
knew she had meant the kiss for him, and his 
whole being wa.s upliftetl. 
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It was still pouring rain. No possible excuse 
to smoke on the terrace. It might lie wiser to 
stay in the hall. Surely Dmitry would come 
with some message before very long, if he was 
patient and waited her pleasure. But ten o’clock 
struck and there was no sign. Only the Etiglish 
youth, Percy TrevelHan, had got itito conversa¬ 
tion with him, and was propsing billiards to 
pass the time. 

Paul loved billiards—but not to-night. Heav¬ 
ens ! what an idea! Go off to the billiard-rtxim— 
now—'to-night! 

He said he had a headache, and an.swere<l 
rather shortly in fact, and then, to escape further 
importunity, went up to his sitting-room, there to 
await the turn of events, leaving ipor little Mabel 
Trevellian gazing after him with longing eyes. 

“Did you see at dinner how he .stared at that 
foreign person, mamma?” .she said. “Men are 
such fools! Clarkson told me, as she fastened 
my dress to-night, .she’d heard she was some 
Grand Duchess, or Queen, travelling incognito 
for her health. Very plain and odd-looking, 
didn’t you think so, mamma? And quite oldl” 

“No, dear. Most distinguished. Not a girl, 
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of course, but quite the appearance of a Princess,” 
said Mal)ers mother, who had seen the world. 

Ihiul meanwhile paced his room—an anxicats 
excitement was now his portion. Surtdy, surely 
she could not mean him not to see her—not to 
say one little good-night. What should he do? 
What po.ssihle plan invetit ? As eleven chimed he 
could liear it no longer. Rain or no, he must go 
out on the terrace! 

“Those mad hhiglish 1 ” the porter said to him¬ 
self, as lie watched Paid's tall figure disappear in 
tlie dripping niglit. 
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iurther. He was living at all events—living as 
he had never dreamed was possible. 

And yet, poor Paul, he was only on the rim of 
all that he was soon to know of life. 

At last he fell asleep, one sentence ringing in 
his ears—'Tears and—cold steel—and blood!” 
But if he was young, he was a gallant gentleman, 
and Fear had no place in his dreams. 


] 
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mitry—a tew nays in mgncr air. i tw 
1 not I'le a soul in tlieir liotel on top of t’ 
enstock protahly, and slic could have coi 
rest. 


ey did not arrive together. Paul was tl 
He had not seen her. Drnitrv had rivi 
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before. In this to his lady he had said he could 
not bear it now, the uncertainty of seeing her, 
and had suggested the Biirgenstock crttdely, with¬ 
out any of the clever details which afterwards 
made it possible. 

He—^Paul Verdayne, not quite twenty-three 
years old, and English —to suggest without a 
backward thought or a qualm that a lady whom 
he had known five days should come and live 
with him and be his love! None of his friends 
accustomed to his bashful habits would have l>e- 
lieved it. Only his father perhap.s might have 
smiled. 

As for the Lady Henrietta, she would have 
fainted on the spot. But fortune favoured him 
—they did not know. 

No excitement of the wildest day’s hunting 
had ever made his pulses bound like this! IDmitry 
had arranged everything. Paul was a young 
English secretary to Madame, who had much 
writing to do. And in any case it is not the affair 
of respectable foreign hotels to pry into their 
clients relationship when a large suite has been 
engaged. 

Paul’s valet, the son of an old retainer of the 
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sweel'-xjeas and spring flowers deaerated the vases 
—^there were no tuberoses, or anything hot-house, 
or forced. 

The sun blazed in at the windows, the green 
trees all washed and fresh from the rain glad¬ 
dened his eye, and down below, a sappliire lake 
reflected the snow-capped mountains. What a 
setting for a love-dream. No wonder Paul trod 
on air! 

The only possible crumpled rose-leaves were 
some sentences in the lady’s reply to his impas¬ 
sioned letter of the morning: 

“Yes, I will come, Paul—but only on one con¬ 
dition, that you never ask me questions as to who 
I am, or where I am going. You must promise 
me to take life as a summer holiday—an episode 
—and if fate gives us this great joy, you must not 
try to fetter me, now or at any future time, or 
control my movements. You must give me your 
word of honour for this—-you will never seek to 
discover who or what was your loved one—you 
must never try to follow me. Yes, I will come 
for now—^when I have your assurance—^bufc I will 
go when I will go—in silence.” 
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meet and her out, and cotiduct her to her 
apartments? 

How fteautilul stie Iooke«h all in patet grey, 
arul .somehow the things lunl a younger shape. 
Her skirt was 'dual, and lie eouUl see her smidl 
and .slender feet, while a straw hat and veil 
adorned her hiack liair. ICverything was simple, 
and as it shoukl he for a nunmtain top and unso- 
phistieatisl surroundings. 

Tea was laid <Hit un tlie halemiy, fragrant Rus¬ 
sian tea, ami when nuutry had lit tlu* -.ilver ket¬ 
tle lamp he retireil ami left them alnue in peace. 

“DarlingI” said Paul, as he fohled her in Ids 
arms- 'hlarling I tlatiing!'* 

Ami when she eoidd speak the kitly «x>CcJ imek 
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are glad I have come, and we shall live a little 
and be quite happy here in our pretty nest, all 
fresh and not a bit too grand—is it not so ? Oh! 
what joys there are in life; and oh I how foolish 
just to miss them.’" 

“Indeed, yes/' said Paul. 

Then they played with the tea, and she showed 
him how he was to drink it with lemoti. She 
was sweet as a girl, and said no vague, startling 
things; it was as if she were a young bride, and 
Paul were complete master and lord I Wild liap- 
piness rushed through him. How had he ever 
endured the time before he had met lier? 

.When they had finished they went out. She 
must walk, she said, and Paul, l)eing English, 
must want exercise! Oh! she knew tlie Englisli 
and their exercise! And of course she must 
think of everything that would be for the pleas¬ 
ure of her lover Paul. 

And he? You old worn people of the world, 
who perhaps are reading, think what all this was 
to Paul—his young strong life vibrating to pas¬ 
sionate joys, his imagination kindled, his very 
being uplifted and thrilled with happiness I His 
charming soul expanded, he found himself saying 
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gracious tciuku' ti* liri, itt«rtttr{it 

he was growing |W‘i:anii4lrly in l**vn 4o4 

in each tiew rtK^«l -ttlH* ’‘ttniital tlir iiiort* iltittn*. 
Not one trace of her %v;tyw'ar»Iiie'*i **i’ tlsr »|4¥ k' 
fore retnaintni. Her cyri* titev giitirc*! at hntt 
frcMti unil«?f Insr hat, wen* HirJifitl .tint ito 

look of the ilefii to |irov^4c a >aifit Mtc talked 

lift must take lirr fo thr |>t4rr wlirir -.lir lt.♦4 
pec|>ed at him tliroiigli tlir trer*. ,\n4 ■ 

*‘ah! Vmir ;.hr uiml **If vat ir.4vl In-ntn 
that tiay, ht‘W y«»fi mr, I it|i M 

yotir wht4r ?4*ul In )'«4ii cyc’*! I Im»I mo, it«i, 
ninl” 

*V\ml mm I have caught tlaihng ounr/' 
said f*auh “But e-rir wi'iatg I Ici*! im 
soul -Ht k yon who arr ««*%%/' 

They sut tn? tlic lirtitit wlinr hr If.i4 n,, Nhe 
was getting joy Oiil o| Ibe ♦ 4‘»fir ot ihr ft; O., 
the tints of tin* irertirj, rtriv i^Wlr iliri^k 4 h 4 
shafiti tif tiatiiic, ;tti4 Iriitng >ri* wjtli hrr 

And all the while *lie w»* netillrtf rieir liitti 
likt 1 teiicitr rl Ilf-dove ici licr inatg,, liwri 
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swelled with exultation. He felt gcxxl. as if he 
could be kind to every one, as if his temper were 
a thing to be ashamed of, and all his faults, as if 
for ever he must be her own trm knight and de¬ 
fender, and show her he was worthy of this great 
gift and joy. And ah! how could he put into 
words his tender worshipping love ? 

So the afternoon faded into evening, and the 
young crescent moon began to show in the sky— 

a slender moon of silver, only bom the night be¬ 
fore. 

"See, this is our moon,” said the lady, "and as 
she waxes, so will our love wax—but now she is 
young and fresh and fair, like it. Come, my 
Paul. Let us go to our house; .soon we .shall 
dine, and I want to be beautiful far you." 

So they went in to their little hotel. 

She was all in white when Paul found her in 
their inner salon, where they were to dine alone, 
waited on only by Dmitry. Her splendid hair 
was bound with a fillet of gold, and fell in two 
long strMds, twisted with gold, nearly to her 
nees. er garment was soft and clinging, and 
unhke any garment he had ever seen. They sat 
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on a sofa together, the table in front of them, 
and they ate slowly and whispered much—and 
before Paul could taste his wine, she kissed his 
glass and sipped from it and made him do the 
same with hers. The food was of the simplest, 
and the only things exotic were the great red 
strawberries at the end. 

Dmitry had left them, placing the coffee on the 
table as he went, and a bottle of the rare golden 
wine. 

Then this strange lady grew more tender still. 
She must lie in PauFs arms, and he must feed 
her with strawberries. And the thought came 
to him that her mouth looked as red as they. 

To say he was intoxicated with pleasure and 
love is to put it as it was. It seemed as if he had 
arrived at a zenith, and yet he knew there would 
be more to come. At last she raised herself and 
poured out the yellow wine—^into one glass. 

''My Paul,” she said, ''this is our wedding 
night, and this is our wedding wine. Taste from 
this our glass and say if it is good.” 

And to the day of his death, if ever Paul should 
taste that wine again, a mad current of passion- 
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ate remembrance wiU come to him-and stiJl more 
passionate regret 

Oh! the divine joy of that night! They sat 
upon the balcony presently, and Elaine in her 
worshipping thoughts of Lanceiot-Marguerite 
W(»ed by Faust—the youngest giri bride-couid 
not have been more sweet or tender or submissive 
than this wayward Tiger Queen. 

ISu” to¬ 

night there are only you and I who matter, sweet- 

heart. Is it not so? And is not that your Eng¬ 
lish word for lover and loved—'sweetheart’ ?” ^ 
nd Paul, who had never even heard it used 
except m a kind of joke, now knew it was what 
he had al^ys admired. Yes, indeed, it was 
sweetheart”—and she was his i 
"Remember, Paul,” she whispered when, pas¬ 
sion maddening him, he clasped her violently 
m his arms—‘‘remember—whatever happens— 
whatever comes-for now, to-night, there is no 
other reason m all of this but just-I bve you- 
i love you, Paul 

“My Queen, my Queen!” said Paul, his voice 
hoarse in his throat 

And the wind played in softest zephyrs, and 
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W HO can tell the joy of their awake 
ing? The transcendent pleasure i 
tarfv’c t ^ ^Uowed to play with h 

h ^ -11 for him to do with : 

his own—m his arms ? And then to be tender! 
sTr qh airs of posses 

eves* 'l ^ passion seemed written in he 

m^ Th heavy lashe 

m^ng shadows on her soft, smooth cheeks 

lay therlTfT ^ ‘hing of mystery 

Now and motionless, white. 

St T her half in fear. 

hewake in his room at Verdayne Place among the 

^-“ture 

a W day?“"“"”"’‘‘^‘"ht o’clock, sir, and 
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Oh, no, no, she was real! He raised himself, 
and bent <lawn to touch her tenderly with his 
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Or shall we rest in the launch and glide over the 
D ue water, and dream sweet dreams ? Or shall 
we drive in the carriage far inland to a quaint 
^armhouse I know, where we shall see people liv¬ 
ing in simple happiness with their cows and their 
sheep ? Decide, sweetheart—decide!” 

"Whatever you would wish, my Queen,” said 
Paul. 

Then the lady frowned, and summer lightnings 
flashed from her eyes. 

"Of course, what I shall wish! But I have 
told you to choose, feeble Paul! There is noth¬ 
ing so irritates me as these English answers, 
^hould I have asked you to select our day had I 
decided myself? I would have commanded 
mitry to make the arrangements, that is all. 
ut no! to-day I am thy obedient one. I ask my 
Love to choose for me. To-morrow I may want 
my own will; to-day I desire only thine, beloved ” 
and^e leant forward and looked into his eyes. 

The mountain top, then!” said Paul, “because 
t ere we can sit, and I can gaze at you, and learn 
more of life, close to your lips. I might not 
ouch you in the launch, and you might look at 
ot ers at the farm—and it seems as if I could not 
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1 nen she began to talk softly, to open yet more 
windows in his soul to joy and sunshine* Her 
mind seemed so vast, each hour gave him fresh 
surprises in the perception of her infinite knowl¬ 
edge, while she charmed his fancy by her delicate 
modes of expression and un-English perfect pro¬ 
nunciation, no single word slurred over. 

’ “Paul,” she said presently, “how small seem 
the puny conventions of the world, do they not, 
beloved ? Small as those little boats fltxiting like 
scattered flower-leaves on the great lake down 
there. They were invented first to fill the place 
of the zest which fighting and holding one’s own 
by the strength of one’s arm originally gave to 
man. Now, he has only laws to combat, instead 
of a fiercer fellow creature~a dull exchange for¬ 
sooth ! Here are you and I—mated and weddetl 
and perfectly happy—and yet by these foolisli 
laws we are sinning, and you would be more 
nobly employed yawning with some bony English 
miss for your wife—and I by the side of a mad, 
drunken husband. All l)ecause the law made us 
swear a vow to keep for ever stationary an emo¬ 
tion! Emotion which we can no more control 
than the trees can which way tke wind will blow. 
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tlieir braiicljes! To love! Oh! yes, they call 
it tliat at the altar—joitietl togetlier by Cxodl’ 
As likely as ttoi two lutraaii creatures who hate 
each other, atul are staucliiig tliere swearing those 
impcxssibilities for some pchtical purpose and ad¬ 
vantage of tlieir family, They tlesecrate the word 
love. Ixive is for us, Ihiuh who came together 
iK'cause our Ichigs cried, ‘This is my matel* I 
sliould sa> nothing nf it—oh no! if it had no pre¬ 
tence— marriage. I f it were frankly a contract 
—‘Yes, I give ymi my Ixnly and my dowry.* 
‘Yes, you give me your name and your state.’ It 
is of llie coarse, liorrilile tilings one must pass 
through in life—hut to call the Cireat Spirit’s 
hlessiug tipon it, as an exaltation! To .stand there 
and talk of love! Ali—that is what must make 


(iod angry, and I feel for Him.” 

r*aul not iced that site spoke as if she had no 
realisation of the lives of lesser [lersons who 
might possilily wed liecause they were “mated” 
as well—not for political reasons or ambition of 
family. Her keen senses divined his thought. 
“Yes. hdoved, you would say—?” 
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if we swore before God that we loved. I woitld 
make any vows to you from my soul, in perfect 
honesty, for ever and ever, my darling Queen.” 

His blue eyes, brimming witli devotion and 
conviction of the trath of his thought, gazed up 
at her. And into her strange orbs there came that 
same look of tenderness that once lie fore had 
made them as a mother’s watching the gambols 
of her babe. 

‘There, there,” she said, “You would .swear 
them and hug your chains of roses—-but liccause 
they were chains they would turn heavy as lead. 
Make no vows, sweetheart! Fate will force you 
to break them if you do, and then the gtids are 
angry and misfortune follows. Swear none, and 
that ficlcle one will keep you passionate, in hopes 
always to lure you into her pitfalls—to vow and 
to break—pain and regret. Live, live, Paul, and 
love, and swear nothing at all.” 

Paul was troubled. “But, kit,” He said, “don’t 
you believe I shall love you for ever?” 

The lady leant back against the rock and nar¬ 
rowed her eyes. 

“That will depend upon me, my Paul,” she 
said. The duration of lo-ve in a being always 
io8 






tliat you lovt* me. Were you to cease to do so, 
it would fit* Isecause I was ik> long'er able to call 
ftu’ih that atwwer lu y<nu It would uot be your 
fault ,*my ruore tliaii wbeu you cease to please me 
it will be mine. That is where people are tm- 
just" 

"Piut surely,” saiil Ibiul, “it is only the fickle 
•who cau change?" 

“It is according to oucfs nature: if one is born 
a steadfast gentleman, one is more likely to con¬ 
tinue tliaii if one is a /firccur--prince or no—but 
it deijcuds upon the object of one’s love—whether 
he or she can hold one or uot. One would 
uot Idame a needle if it fell from a magnet, 
the attraction of the magnet 1 icing' in some way 
removed, eitiier hy a stronger at the needle’s side, 
or hy some! deadening of the tlrawiug cjuality in 
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“You see," she continued, “the ipfuorant nialce 
vows, and being weaklings—-for tlie most part- 
vanity and fate easily remove their inclination 
from the loved one; it may not 1« his fault any 
more than a broken leg keeping him from walk¬ 
ing would be his fault, l>eyond the fact that it 
was his leg; Init we have to suffer for our own 
things—so there it is. We will say the weak¬ 
ling’s inclination wants to make him break Ins 
vows; so he does, eitlier in the letter or spirit—<u‘ 
both! And then he feels degraded and (’heap 
and low, as all must do who break their sacred 
word given of their own free will when inclina¬ 
tion prompted them to. So how much better to 
make no vow; then at least wlien tlie cord of 
attraction snaps, we can go free, still defying the 
lightning in our untarnished pride." 

“Oil! darling, do not speak of it," cried t’aul, 
“the cord of attraction between ns can never 
snap. I worship, I adore you—you are just my 
life, my darling one, my Queen!" 

“Sweet Paul!" she whispered, “ohI so good, 
so good is love, keep me loving you, my beautiful 
one—keep my desire long to be your Queen.” 

And after this they melted into one another’s 
no 







CHAPTER X 


T hat evening it was so warm ami peace¬ 
ful they dined at the wide-open lialcony 
windows. Tliey coithl .see far away ovti 
the terrace and down to the lake, with tlie dis¬ 
tant lights towards Lucerne. The nmoii, still 
slender and fine, wm.s drawing to her setting, and 
a few cloudlets fioated over the sky, ohscuritig the 
stars here and there. 

The lady was quiet and tender, her eyes melt- 
ing upon Paul, and something of her ring-dove 
mood was upon her again. Not once, since they 
had been on the Biirgenatock, had .slie sliown any 
of the tigerish waywardness that he had had 
glimpses of at first. It seemed a.s if Iier niocKls, 
like her chameleon eyes, took colour from her 
surroundings, and there all was primitive sim¬ 
plicity and nature and peace. 

Paul himself was in a state of ecstasy. He 
hardly knew whether he trod on air or no. No 
siren of old Greek fable had ever lured mortal 
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more 

woman tliing—Quetn or Princess or what you 
will. Nothing else in the world was of any con¬ 
sequence to liim—and it was all the more remark¬ 
able because .subjection was in no way part of his 
nature. Paitl was a masterful youth, mid ruled 
tilings to his will in his own home. 

The lady talked of him—his tastes—of his 
pleasures. There was uot an incident in his life, 
or of his family, that she had not fathomed by 
now. All alKHit Isabella even—pcx)r Isabella! 
And she told him how she sympathised with the 
girl, and Iiow badly lie had behaved. 

“Aimtlier prcKtf, my Paul, of what I said to¬ 
day-’ nu <uie must makt* vows about love.*’ 

lUil Paul, in his heart, hclievcd her not He 
would worslup luT for ever, he knew. 

“Ves,*’ .she .said, answering his thoughts. “You 
think so, beloved, and it may lie so liecause yon 
do not know from moment to moment how I 
shall bc!—-if I shall stay here in your arms, or fly 
far away beyond your reach. You love me be- 
cau.se I give you the stimulus of uncertainty, and 
so keep briglit your passion, but once you were 
sure, 1 sliould become a duty, as all women be- 
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come, and then my Paul would yawn and grow 
to see I was no long-er young*, aiKl that the ex¬ 
pected is always an ennui when it comes!” 

“Never, never!” said Paul, with fervour. 

Presently their conversation drifted to other 
things, and Paul told her how he longed to see the 
world and its people and its ways. She had been 
almost everywhere, it seemed, and with her talent 
of word-painting, she took him with her on the 
magic caq)et of her vivid description to east and 
west and north and south. 

Oh! their cntr*actcs between the incoherence 
of just lovers’ love were not banal or dull. And 
never she forgot her tender ways of insinuated 
caresses—small exquisite touches of sentiment 
and grace. The note ever of One—that they 
weie fused and melted together into one tody 
and soul. 

Through all her talk that night Paul caught 
glimpses of the life of a great lady, surremnded 
with state and cares, and now and then tliere was 
a savage echo which made him think of things 
barbaric, and wonder more than ever whence she 
had come. 

It was quite late before the chill of night airs 
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(irave them into their salon, and here she made 
him some Russian tea, anti tlien lay in his arms, 
and purred love-words to him, and nestled dose 
like a diild who wants pettin|»: tt^ cure it of some 
imaginary hurt. Only, in her tenderest caresses 
he seemetl at last tt) fed something of danger. 
A .slnmltering look of [lassion far under the calm 
exterior, hut ready tt) break forth at any moment 
from its sUitlietl contrtd. 

It thrilled anti maddenetl him. 

“Beloved, }xdoved!*‘ he cried, “let ns waste no 
more precious moments. I want yon—1 want 
yon—my sweet 1“ 

♦ ♦ * ♦ % * ^ 

At the first glt>w of dawn, he awoke, a strange 
sensation, alrnosl of strangling and suffocation, 
upon liirn. 'riiere, iHiiding over, framed in a 
mist of Idne-hlack waves, he saw his lady’s face. 
Its milky whiteness lit hy her stratige eye.s— 
green as cats’ they seemed, atid blazing with the 
hereest passimi nf love - Avhile twisted round his 
ihntat he felt a great strand of her .splendid hair. 
1'lte wihlest thrill as yet his life had known then 
('anu‘ to Paul; he elasped her in his arms with a 
frenzy of mad, passionate joy, 
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CHAPTER XI 


r“|riHE next day was Sunday, and even 

B thioug"!! the silk blinds they could hear 
the rain drip in monotonous fashion. 
Of what use to wake ? Sleqi is blissful and calm 
when the loved one is near. 

Thus it was late when Paul at last opened his 
eyes. Pie found himself alone, and lieard hie 
lady’s voice singing* softly from the sitting-room 
beyond, and through the open dcxir he could per¬ 
ceive her stretched on the tiger, already dressed, 
reclining among the silk pillows, her guitar held 
in her hands. 

“Plasten, hasten, lazy one. Thy breakfast 
awaits thee/’ she called, and Paul Lnded up 
without further delay. 

This day was to be a day of books, she said, 
and she read poetiy to him, and made him read 
0 her—.but she would not permit him to sit too 
near her, or caress her-~and often shewa^ restless 
n6. 
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Paul I am so wayward today, forg’ive me,” 
she said in a childish, lisping- voice. »See, I wdl 
make you forget the rain and datnp. Fly with 
me to Egypt where the sun always sldnes.” 

And Paul, like a sulky, hungry hahy, who had 
been debarred, and now received its expected 
sweetmeat, clasped her and kissed her for a few 
minutes before he would let her speak. 

“See, we are getting near Cairo.” she said, her 
eyes half closed, vvdiile she settled herself among 
the cushions, and drew Paul down to her until 
his head rested on her breast, and her arms held 
him like a mother with a child. 

Pier voice was a dream-voice as slie whisperctl 
on. ^ 'Do you not love those minarets and towers 
against the opal sky, and the rose-pink nranitc 
hills beyond? And look. Paul, at llu. Z 
the Nile-those are the water-buffaloes—tiuwc 
strange beasts—you see they are pulling that 
ndiculous water-drawer—just the same as in 
Pharaoh s time. Ah I I .smell the scent of the 
Jiast. Look at the straight blue figures, the lines 
so pleasing and long. The dignity, the peace, 
the forever in it all. . . . Now we are there, 
ee e brilliant crowd all moving with little 
il8 
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haste, and listen ta the strange tioise. Look at 
the faces of tlie camels, tlisdainful and calm, and 
that of an okl devil-inati witli tangled hair. . . . 

*‘Come-—come from this; I want the desert 
anti the Stihinx! 

“AIL it is bright day again, and we have all 
the green world hetweeti us and the great vast 
brown tract of satid. And those are the Pyra- 
mitls clear-cut against the tnnjucnse sky, and 
.S(«m we sliall Ik* there, only yon must observe this 
green arountl ns ilrst, my Panl—tlie green of no 
{jthcr cotmtry in alt the world—pure emerald— 
nature’s supreme cuncentratcd effort of green for 
miles ami miles, No, I do not want to live in 
that small village in a hrown rmid hut, shared 
with another wife tta that gaunt blue linen-clad 
man; 1 would kill them all and he free. I want 
to go on. l.ttdt)ved--on to the desert for yon and 
me alone, with its wonderful passion, and won¬ 


derful peut'<\ , , 

Her voice became still more dreamy; there was 
a cadcrua* in it now as if some soul within were 











oil! the strange drag of the glorious East, 
flooding your senses with beauty and life. ’Tis 
the spell of the Sphinx, and now we are there, 
close in her presence. Look, the sun has 
set. . . . 

Hush! hush! beloved! we are alone, the camels 
and guides afar off—we are alone, sweetheart, 
and we go on together, ymi and I and the mtKm. 
See, she is rising all silver and pure, and lilue is 
the sky, and scented the night. Look, there is 
the Sphinx! Do you see the strange mystery of 
her smile and the glamour of her eyc.s ? She is a 
goddess, and she knows men’s souls, and their 
foolish unavailing passion and pain—~never con¬ 
tent with the Is which they have, always regret- 
ting the Was which has petssed, and hiiilding false 
hopes on the phantom May be. But you and I, 
my lover, my sweet, have fathomed the riddle 
which is hid in the smile of our gochless, our 
Sphinx—we have guessed it, and now are 
as high gods too. For we know it means 
to live in the present, and quaff life in its 
full. Sweetheart, beloved—iov and life in 






Her voice grew faint and far away, like the 
echo of some cxciuisitc song, anti the litis closed 
over PaiiFs bine eyes, and he slept. 

The liglit of all the love iii tlie world seemed 
to flcKKl the lady’.s face. She bent over and kissed 
him, and smootlied lii.s cheek witli her velvet 
cheek, she moved so that his curly lashes might 
touch her Imre neck, and at last she slipped from 
under Inrn, and laid his head gently down upon 
tlie tiillows. 

Then a matlness of tender caressing seized her. 
She pnrretl as a tiger might have tlone, while she 
nndnlated like a snake. She touched him with 
her finger-tips, she kissed his throat, his wrists, 
tlie palms of his haiuls. Ins eyelids, his hair. 
Strange, subtle kisses, unlike the kisse.s of 
women. And often, between her purrings, she 
murmnred love-words in some strange fierce Ian- 
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shoulder. And as he looked down at her in the 
firelight’s flickering gleam, he saw that her won¬ 
derful eyes were wet with great glittering tears, 

“My soul, my soul!" he said tenderly, his heart 
wrung with emotion. “What is it, sweetheart- 
why have you these tears? Oh! what have I 
done—darling, my own?” 

“I am weary,” she said, and fell to weeping 
softly, and refused to lx? comforted. 

Paul’s distress was intense—what could have 
happened? What terrible thing had he done? 
What sorrow had fallen upon his beloved while 
he selfishly slept? But all she would say was 
that she was weary, while she clung to him in a 
storm of passion, as if some one tlireatened to 
take her out of his arms. Then she left him ab¬ 
ruptly and went off to dress. 

But later, at dinner, it seemed as if a new anti 
more radiant light than ever glowed on her face. 
She was gay and caressing, telling him ny'*'ry 
tales of Paris and its plays. It was as if she 
meant to efface all suggestion of sorrow or pain 
—and gradually the impression wore off in Paul’s 
mind, and ere it came to their sipping the golden 
wine, all was brightness and peace. 



'‘See,** she said, looking from the window just 
before they retired to rest, “the sky has stopped 
crying, and there are our stars, sweetheart, come 
out to wish us good-night. Ah! for us to-mor¬ 
row once more will be a glorious day.” 

“My Queen,” said Paul; “rain or fine, all 
days are glorious to me, so long as I have you to 
clasp in my arms. You are my sun, moon and 
stars-™always, for ever.” 

She laughetl a laugli, the silver echo of satis¬ 
faction and joy, 

“Sweet Paul,” .she lisped mischievously, “so 





CHAPTER XII 


H IS lady was so intensely soignee —^that Is 
what pleased Paul. He had nev^si" 
thought about such things, or noticed 
them much in other women, but she was a revela.— 
tion. 

No Roman Empress with her bath of asses^ 
milk could have had a more wonderful toilet than 
she. And ever she was illusive, and he never* 
quite got to the end of her mystery. Always 
there was a veil, when he least expected it, and 
so these hours for the most part were passed at: 
the boiling-point of excitement and bliss. THe 
experiences of another man’s whole lifetime Parti 
was going through in the space of days. 

It was the Monday following the wet Sunday 
when an incident happened which soon came baclc 
to him, and gave him food for reflection. 

They would spend the day in the launch, she 
decided, going whither they wished, stopping here 
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to pick gentians^ going there under the shadow 
of trees—landing where and when they desired 
—even sleeping at Fliielen if the fancy took them 
to. Anna was sent on with their things in case 
this contingency occurred. And earth, water 
and sky seemed smiling them a welcome. 

Just before they started, Dmitry, after the 
gentlest tap, noiselessly entered Paul’s room. 
Paul was selecting some cigars from a box, and 
looked up in surprise as the stately servant cau¬ 
tiously closed the door. 

“Yes, Dmitry, what is it?” he said half impa¬ 
tiently. 

Dmitry advanced, and now Paul saw that he 
carried something in his hand. He bowed low 
with his usual courtly respect. Then he stam¬ 
mered a little as he began to speak. 

The substance of his sentence, Paul gathered, 
was that the Excellency would not be incon¬ 
veniencing himself too much, he hoped, if he 
would consent to carry this pistol. A very good 
pistol, he assured him, which would take but little 
room. 

Paul’s surprise deepened. Carry a pistol in 
peaceful Switzerland! It seemed too absurd. 
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“What on earth for, my friend ?” he said. 

But Dmitry would give no decided answer, 
only that it was wiser, when away from one’s 
home and out with a lady, never to go unarmed. 
IS^anxiety peeped from his cautious grey eyes. 

Did Paul know how to shoot? And would he 
be pardoned for asking the Iixcellency such a 
question?—^but in EngLind, he heard, they dealt 
little with revolvers—and this was a point to be 
assured of. 

Yes, Paul knew how to shoot I The idea made 
him laugh. But now he came to think of it, he 
had not had great practice with a revolver, and 
might not do so well as with a gttn or ride. But 
the whole thing seemed so absurd, he did not 
think it of much consequence, 

“Of course I’ll take it to please you, Dmitry,” 
he said, “though I wish you would tell me why.”. 

However, Dmitry escaped from the room with¬ 
out further words, his finger upon his lips. 

The lady was looking more exquisitely white 
than usual; she wore soft pale mauve, and ap¬ 
peared in Paul’s eyes a thing of joy. 

When they were seated on the launch in their 
chairs, she let him hold her hand, but she did not 
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pagne, while the white launch glided through* the 
blue waters with never a swirl of foam. 

“Paul/’ she said presently, “to-morrow we will 
go up the Rigi to the Kaltbad, and look from the 
little kiosk over the world, and over the Bernese 
Oberland. It gives me an emotion to stand so 
high and see so vast a view—but to-day we will 
play on the water and among the trees.” 

He had no desires except to do what she would 
do, so they landed for lunch at one of the many 
little inviting hotels which border the lake in shel¬ 
tered bays. All through the meal she entertained 
him with subtle flattery, drawing him out, and 
making him shine until he made flint for her steel 
And when they came to the end she said with 
sudden, tender sweetness: 

“Paul—it is my caprice—you may pay the bill 
to-day just for to-day—‘because— Ah! you 
must guess, my Paul! the reason why 1” 

And she ran out into the sunlight, her cheeks 
bright pink. 

But Paul knew it was because now she belonged 
to him. His heart swelled with joy—and who 
so proud as he? 

She had gone alone up a mountain path when 
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he came out to join her, and stood there laughing 
at him provokingly from above. He bounded 
up and caught her, and would walk hand in hand, 
and made her feel that he was master and lord 
through the strength of his splendid, vigorous 
youth. He pretended to scold her if she stirred 
from him, and made her stand or walk and obey 
him, and gave himself the airs of a husband and 
prince. 

And the lady laughed in pure ecstatic joy. 
*‘Oh! I love you, my Paul—^like this, like this! 
Beautiful one! Just a splendid primitive savage 
beneath the grace, as a man should be. When I 
feel how strong you are my heart melts with 
bliss I” 

And Paul, to show her it was true, seized her 
in his arms, and ran with her, placing her on a 
high rock, where he made her pay him with kisses 
and tell him she loved him before he would lift 
her down. 

And it was his lady’s caprice, as she said, that 
this state of things should last all day. But by 
night time, when they got to Fltielen, the infinite 
mastery of her mind, and the uncertainty of his 
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hold over her, made her his Queen again, and 
Paul once more her worshipping slave. 

*♦***%>»< 

Now, although his master was quite oblivious 
of posts, Tompson was not, and that Monday he 
took occasion to go into Lucerne, whence he 
returned with a pile of letters, which Paul found 
on again reaching the Biirgenstcxrk. after staying 
the night at Fliielen in a little hotel. 

That had been an experience! His lady quite 
childish in her glee at the smallness and sim¬ 
plicity of everything. 

*‘Our picnic,” she called it to Paul-only it was 
a wonderfully recherche picnic, as Anna of course 
had brought everything which was reiiuired by 
heart of sybarite for the passing of a night. 

Ah! they had been happy. The Queen had 
been exquisitely gracious to her slave, and en¬ 
tranced him more deeply than ever. And here at 
the Biirgenstock, when he got into his room, his 
letters stared him in the face. 

‘'Damned officiousness 1” he said to himself, 
thinking of Tompson. 

He did not want to be reminded of any exist- 
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tiiotiHT. ilo wuH tMijtfvitig Lucerne, she hoped, 
ntul slie \v;h luni-i'iiig' fur his return. She ex- 
pecte<l lie also was cravinj^ fur his home and 
horses luul iloj-^. All were well Tliey—she 
and his lather were ntovtnif up to the town 
house til IH't k<*ley St|uare the following week 
until tlitM'ud t»f June, and itreat prefiarations were 
already in contetuplatit.u hu- Ida twenty»third 
Itirthday in July at Verdayne Lkice. There was 
no ruentitm of L.ahtdla esc<‘pl a paragraph at the 
enel. Aliss Waring was visiting friends at 
lilackheath, he was infurnictl Ah, so far away 
it all seemed! lUu it hronght him Imck from 
heaven. 1 he next was his father’ll writing, 
laiconie, hut Im the point. This parent hoped he 
was n<!t wasting hi% time d tl slan t in lifel and 
that he was rtired of his folly for tlu* parson’s 
girl, anti loutnl other eyes shone liright. If he 
vvaiUetl nit*re money he was ttt say so. 

Several were Innti his friends, lianal and every- 
tiay, Aiul one wtis from I'remlett, Ids own 
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groom, and this was full of Moonlighter and—> 
Pike! That gave him just a moment’s feeling—> 
Pike! Tremlett had “made so bold” as to have 
some snapshots done by a friend, and he ven¬ 
tured to send one to his master. The “very 
pictur’ ” of the dog, he said, and it was true. 
Ah! this touched him, this little photograph of 
Pike. 

“Dear little chap,” he said to himself as he 
looked. “My dear little chap.” 

And then an instantaneous desire to show it to 
his lady came over him, and he went back to the 
sitting-room in haste. 

There she was—the post had come for her too, 
it seemed, and she looked up with an expression 
of concentrated fierceness from a missive she was 
reading as he entered the room. Her marvellous 
self-control banished all but love from her eyes 
after they had rested on him for an instant, but 
his senses—so fine now—^had remarked the first 
glance, just as his eye had seen the heavy royal 
crown on the paper as she hastily folded it and 
threw it carelessly ^ide. 

Darling!” he said, “Oh! look! here is a pic¬ 
ture of Pike I” 
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my Paul,” -diu ‘‘-aul. a hrt’uk in her won- 
<k*rful vnice, whnst* totu*-; nai«l many things, “my 
ycumg, darling, Pnglidt Pauli” 


Presently they would clrive to see tliat quaint 
farm she wanted tn shnw liim. The day was 
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dustries. All was clean and in order, with that 
wonderful outside neatness which makes Swiss 
chalets look like painted toy houses popped down 
on the greensward without yard or byre. And 
these people were well-to-do, and it was the best 
of its kind. 

The Bduerin, a buxom mother of many little 
ones, was nursing another not four weeks old, 
a fat, .prosperous infant in its quaint Swiss 
clothes. Her broad face beamed with pride as 
she welcomed the gracious lady. Old acquaint¬ 
ances they appeared, and they exchanged greet¬ 
ings. Foreign languages were not Paul’s strong 
point, and he caught not a word of meaning in 
the German patois the good woman talked. But 
his lady was voluble, and seemed to know each 
flaxen-haired child by name, though it was the 
infant which longest arrested her attention. She 
held it in her arms. And Paul had never seen 
her look so young or so beautiful. 

The good woman left them alone while she 
prepared some coffee for them in the adjoining 
kitchen, followed by her troop of kinder. Only 
the little one still lay in the lady’s arms. She 
spoke not a word—she sang to it a cradle-song, 
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and the thought came to Paul that she seemed as 
an angel, and this must be an echo of his own 
early heaven before his life had descended to earth. 

A strange peace came over him as he sat there 
watching her, his thoughts vague and dreamy 
of some beautiful sweet tenderness—^lie knew not 
what. 

Ere the woman returned with the coffee the 
lady looked up from her crooning and met his 
eyes—all her soul was aglow in hers—while she 
whispered as he bent over to meet her lips: 

^‘Yes, some day, my sweetheart—^yes.” 

And that magic current of sympathy which 
was between them made Paul know what she 
meant. And the gladness of the gods fell upon 
him and exalted him, and his blue eyes swam 
with tears. 

Ah! that was a thought, if that could ever lie I 

All the way back in the carriage he could only 
kiss her. Their emotion seemed too deep for 
j^ds. 

And this night was the most divine of any 
they had spent on the Biirgenstock, But there 
was in it an about which only the angels 

»du14 write. 




CHAPTER XIII 

D O you know the Belvedere at the Rigi 
Kaltbad, looking over the corner to a 
vast world below, on a fair day in M^y, 
when the air is clear as crystal and the lake ultra- 
niarine? When the Bernese Oberland undulates 
away in unbroken snow, its pure whiteness like 
cold marble, the shadows grey-blue? 

Plave you seen the tints of the beeches, of the 
pines, of the firs, clinging like some cloak of life 
to the hoary-headed mountains, a reminder that 
vSpring is eternal, and youth must have its day, 
however grey beards and white heads may 
frown ? 

Ali~it is good! 

And so is the air up there. Hungry and strong 
and—^young. 

Paul and his lady stood and looked down in 
rapt silence. It was giving her, as she said, an 
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emotion, but of what sort he was not sure. They 
were all alone. No living soul was anywhere in 
view. 

She had been in a mood all day when she sel¬ 
dom raised her eyes. It reminded him of the 
first time he had sem her, and wonder grew again 
in his mind. All the last night her soul had 
seemed melted into his in a fusion of tenderness 
and taist, exalted with the exquisite thouglit of 
the wish which was between them. And he had 
felt at last he had fathomed its inmost recess. 

But to-day, as he gazed down at her white-rose 
paleness, the heavy lashes making their violet 
shadow on her cheek-—her red mouth mutinous 
and full—the conviction came back to him that 
there were breadths and depths and heights about 
which he had no conception even. And an ice 
. hand clutched his heart. Of what strange thing 
r was she thinking? leaning over the parapet there, 
her delicate nostrils quivering now and then, 

*‘PauV’ she said at last, “did you ever want to 
kill any one? Did you ever long to have them 
there at your mercy, to choke their life out and 
throw them to hell?” 

“Good God, no!” said Paul aghast, 
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Then at last she looked tip at him, and her 
eyes were black with hate. “Well, I do, Paul. 
I would like to kill one man on earth—a useless, 
vicious weakling, too feeble to deserve a fine 
death—a rotting carrion spoiling God’s world 
and encumbering my path! I would kill him if 
I could—and more than ever to-day.” 

“Oh, my Queen, my Queen!” said Paul, dis¬ 
tressed. “Don’t say such things—^you, my own 
tender woman and love— 

“Yes, that is one side of me, and the best— 
l)Ut there is another, which he draws forth, and 
that is the worst. You of calm England do not 
know what it means—the true passion of hate.” 

“Can I do nothing for you, beloved?” Paul 
asked. Plere was a phase which he had not yet 
seen. 

“Ah!” she said, bitterly, and threw up her 
head. “No! his high place protects him. But 
for his life I would conquer all fate.” 

“Darling, darling—” said Paul, who knew not 
what to say. 

“But, Paul, if a hair of your head should t>e 
hurt, I would kill him myself with these my own 
hands.” 
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Once Paul had seen two tigers fight in a 1 
elling circus-van which came to Oxford, and 
the memory of the scene returned tO' him a 
he looked at his lady’s face. He had not kr 
a human countenance could express such fi 
terrible rage. A quiver ran through him. 
this was no idle boast of an angry woman 
felt those slender hands would indeed be caj 
of dealing death to any one who robbed h( 
her mate. 

But what passion was here,! What f( 
He had somehow never even dreamt such fee 
dwelt in women—or, indeed, in any human ^ 
tures out of sensational books. Yet, gazing l 
at her, he dimly understood that in himself, 
they could rise, were another to take her ' 
him. Yes, he could kill in suchlike case. 

They were silent for some moments, 
vibrating with passionate thoughts; and thei 
lady leant over and laid her cheek againsi 
sleeve of his coat. 

“Heart of my heart,” she said, “I frighter 
ruffle -you. The women of your country 
sweet and soft, but they know not the pass: 
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know, my Paul—^the fierceness and madness of 
love— 

Paul clasped her in his arms. 

'‘It makes me worship you more, my Queen,” 
he said. Englishwomen would seem like wax 
dolls now beside you and your exquisite face 
they will never again he anything but shadows in 
my life. It can only hold you, the one goddess 
and Queen.” 

Her eyes were suffused with a mist of tender¬ 
ness, the passion was gone; her head was thrown 
back against his breast, when suddenly her hand 
inadvertently touched against the pocket where 
Dmitry’s pistol lay. She started violently, and 
before he could divine her pun)ose she snatched 
the weapon out, and held it up to the light. 

Her face went like death, and for a second she 
leant against the parapet as if she were going to 
faint. 

“Paul,” she gasped with white lips, “this is 
Dmitry’s pistol. I know it well. How did you 
come by it?—tell me, beloved. If he gave it U) 
you, then it means danger, Paul—danger— 

“My darling,” said Paul, in his strong young 
pride, “fear nothing, I shall never leave you. I 
J43 





THREE WEEKS 


will protect you from any danger in the world, 
only depend upon me, sweetheart. Nothing can 
hurt you while I am here.” 

‘‘Do you think I care a sou for my life?” she 
said, while she stood straight up again with the 
majesty of a queen. “Do you think I feared for 
me—for myself? Oh! no, my own lover, never 
that! They can kill me when they choose, but they 
won’t; it is you for whom I fear. Only your 
danger could make me cower, no other in the 
whole world.” 

Paul laughed with joy at her speech. “There 
is nothing to fear at all then, darling,” he said. 
“I can take care of myself, you know, I am an 
Englishman.” 

And even in the tumult of her thoughts the 
lady found time to smile with tender amusement 
at the young insular arrogance of his last words, 
An Englishman,fforsoothT) Of course that meant 
a kind of god untouched by the failings of other 
nations. A great rush of pride in him came over 
her and gladdened her. He was indeed a splen¬ 
did picture of youth and strength, as he stood 
there, the sunlight gilding his fair hair, and all 
the magnificent proportions ^f his figure thrown 
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into relief against the background of grey stone 
and sky, an insouciante smile on his lips, and all 
the light of love and self-confidence in his fine 
blue eyes. 

She respoirded to the fire in them, and ap¬ 
peared to grow comforted and at peace. But all 
the way back through the wood to the Kaltbad 
Hotel she glanced furtively into the shadows, 
while she talked gaily as she held Paul’s arm. 

And he never asked her a question as to where 
she expected the danger to come from. No 
anxiety for his own safety troubled him one jot 
—indeed, an unwonted extra excitement flooded 
his veins, making him enjoy himself with an 
added zest. 
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his heart had stopped beating. Return to Lu¬ 
cerne ! 0 God! not to part—surely not to part— 
so soon! / 

“No, mS sbe said, the thought making her 
whiten too. **Oh no! my Paul, not that—yet 1 

Ah—he could bear anything if it did not mean 
parting, and he used no arguments to dissuade 
her. She was his Queen and must surely know 
best. Only he listened eagerly for details of how 
matters could be arranged there. Alas! they 
could never be the same as this glorious time they 
had had. 

“You must wait two days, sweetheart ” she 
said, “before you follow me. Stay still in our 
nest if you will, but do not come on to Lucerne.” 

“I could not stand it,” said Paul. “Oh I dar¬ 
ling, don’t kill me with aching for your presence 
two whole days! It is a lifetime! not to be en¬ 
dured—” 

“Impatient one!” slie laughed softly. “No— 
neither could I bear not to see you, sweetheart, 
but we must not be foolish. You must stay on in 
our rooms and each morning I will meet you 
somewhere in the launch. Dmitry knows every 
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inch of the lake, and we can pass most of our 
days thus, happy at last—” 

'‘But the nights!’’ said Paul, deep distress in 
his voice. “What on earth do you think I can 
do with the nights ?” 

“Spend them in sleep, my beloved one,” the 
lady said, while she smiled a soft fine smile. 

But to Paul this idea presented the poorest 
compensation—and in spite of his will to the con¬ 
trary his thoughts flew ahead for an instant to 
the inevitable days and nights when— Ah! no, 
he could not face the picture. IJfe would be fin- 
i.shecl for him when that time came. 

The thought of only a temporary parting on 
the morrow made them cling together for this, 
their last evening, with almost greater closeness 
and tenderness than usual. Paul could hardly 
bear his lady out of his sight, even while she 
dressed for dintier, when they got back to the 
Biirgenstock, and twice he came to the door and 
asked plaintively how long she would be, until 
Anna tex^k pity on him, and implored to be al¬ 
lowed to ask him to come in while she finished 
her mistress’s hair. And that was a joy to Paul 1 


He sat there bv the 


ff-table. and played 
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three weeks 

with the things, opening the lids of gold be 
and sniffing bottles of scent with an air^ of i 
and possession which made his lady smile li 
purring cat. Then he tried on her rings, 
they would only go on to the second joiiit o' 
little finger, as he laughingly showed her- 
finally he pushed Anna aside, and insisted i 
putting the last touches himself to the glo' 
waves of black hair. 

And all the while he teased the maid, 
chaffed her in infamous French, to her j 
delight, while his lady looked at him, whole 
of tenderness deep in her eyes. 

Paul had adorable ways when he chose, 
wonder both mistress and maid should wo 
him. 

The moon was growing larger, her slendei 
tours more developed, and the stars se 
fainter and farther off. Nothing more exq 
could be dreamed of, thought Paul, than the 
from their balcony windows, the light O' 
silver snows. And he would let no though 
it was the last night they would see it to| 
mar the passionate joy of the houn still 
'His lady had never been more swftt* it 
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if this wayward Uridine had at last found her 
soul, and lay conquered and unresisting in her 
lover’s strong arras. 

Thus in perfect peace and happiness they 
passed their last night on the Burgenstock. 



CHAPTER XIV 


T he desolation which came over Paitl when 
next day before lunch time he found 
himself alone on the terrace, looking 
down vainly trying to distinguish his lady s 
launch as it glided over the blue waters, seemed 
unendurable. An intense depres.sion filled his k‘- 
ing. It was as if a limb had been torn from him; 
he felt helpless and incomplete, and his whole 
soul drawn to Lucerne. 

The green trees and the exquisite day seemed 
to mock him. Alone, alone—'with no prospect 
of seeing his Queen until the morrow, wlien at 
eleven he was to meet her at the landing-steps at 
the foot of the funiadaire. 

But that was to-morrow, and how could he get 
through to-day? 

After an early luncli he climbed to their rock 
at the summit, and sat there where they had sat 
together—alone with his thoughts. 
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And what thoughts! 

What was this marvellous thing which had 
happened to him? A fortnight ago he was in 
Paris, disgusted with everything around him, an 
fancying himself in love with Isabella Waring. 
Poor Isabella! How had such things ever been 
possible? Why, he was a schoolboy then a 
child—an infant! and now he was a man, and 
knew what life meant in its greatest and best. 
That was part of the wonder of this lady, witi 
all her intense sensuonsness and absence of what 
European nations call morality; there was yet 
nothing low or degrading in her influence, its 
tendency was to exalt and elevate into broad 
views and logical reasonings. Nothing small 
would ever again appeal to Paul. His whole out¬ 
look was vaster and more full of wide though s. 

And then among the other emotions “ '‘'® 
breast came one of deep gratitude to hen or, 
apart from her love, had she not given him the 
royalest gift which mankind could receive an 
awakened soul? Like her story of Undine it had 
truly been born with that first long kiss. 

Then his mind flew to their after-kisses, the 
immense divine bliss of these whole six days. 
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Was it only six days since they had come there? 
Six days of Paradise, And surely fate would 
not part them now. Surely more hours of joy 
lay in store for them yet The moon was seven 
days old—and his lady had said, “While she 
waxes our love will wax.” Thus, even by that 
calculation, there was still time to live a little 
longer. 

Paul’s will was strong. He sternly banished 
all speculations as to the future. He rememl;)ered 
her counsel of the riddle which lay hidden in the 
eyes of the Sphinx—^to live in the present and 
quaff life in its full. 

He was in a mood of such worship that he 
could have kissed the grey rock because she had 
leant against it. And to himself he made vows 
that, come what might, he would ever try to be 
worthy of her great spirit and teaching, Dmitry’s 
pistol still lay in his pocket; he took it out and 
examined it—all six chambers were loaded. A 
deadly small thing, with a finely engraved stock 
made in Paris. There was a date scratched. It 
was about a year old. 

What danger could they possibly have dreaded 
for him? ^he almost laughed. He stayed up on 
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time appointed, and walked up and down anx¬ 
iously scanning- the direction towards Lucerne. 

Yes, that was the launch making its way along, 
not a moment late. Oh! what joy thrilled his 
being! He glowed all over-—in ten minutes or 
less he could clasp her hands. 

But when the launch came in full view, he per¬ 
ceived no lady was there—only Dmitry’s black 
form stood alone by the chairs. 

Paul’s heart sank like lead. He could liardly 
contain his anxiety until the servant stepped 
ashore and handed him a letter, and this was its 
contents: 

'‘My beloved one —am not well to-day—a 
foolish chill. Nothing of consequence, only tl\e 
cold wind of the lake I could not face. At one 
o’clock, when Lucerne is at lunch, come to me by 
the terrace gate. Come to me, I cannot live with¬ 
out you, Paul.” 

What is it, Dmitry ?” he said anxiously. 
“Madame is not ill, is she ? Tell me—” 

“Not ill—oh nol” the servant said, only Paul 
must know Madame was of a delicacy at times 
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of privation and empty hours to make up for in 
their first kiss. 

Then from behind tlie screen of the door to her 
room she came at last—a stately figure in long 
black draperies, her face startlingly white, and 
her head wrapped in a mist of black veil. But 
who can tell of the note of gladness and welcome 
she put into the two words, ‘'My Paul I” ? 

And who can tell of the passionate joy of their 
long, tender embrace, or of their talk of each 
one’s impossible night? His lady, too, had not 
slept, it appeared. She had cried, she said, and 
fought with her pillow, and been so wicked to 
Anna that the good creature had wept She had 
torn her fine night raiment, and bitten a handker¬ 
chief through I But now he had come, and her 
soul was at rest. What wonder, when all this 
was said in his ear with soft, broken sighs and 
kisses divine, that Paul should feel like a god in 
his pride! 

•Then he held her at arms’-length and looked 
at her face. Yes, it was very j>ale indeed, and 
the violet shadows lay under her black lashes. 
Had she suffered, his darling—was she ill ? But 
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no, the fire in her strange eyes gave no look of 
ill-health. 

“I was frightened, my own,” he said, “in case 
you were really not well. I must pet and take 
care of you all the day. See, you must lie on the 
sofa among the cushions, and I will sit beside 
you and soothe you to rest.” And he lifted her 
in his strong arms and carried her to the couch 
as if she had been a baby, and settled her there, 
every touch a caress. 

His lady delighted in these exhibitions of his 
strength. He had grown to understand that he 
could always affect her when he pretended to 
dominate her by sheer brute force. She had ex¬ 


plained it to him thus one day: 

“You see, Paul, a man can always keep a 
woman loving him if he kiss her enough, and 
make her feel that there is no use struggling be¬ 
cause he is too strong to resist. A woman will 
stand almost anything from a passionate lover. 
He may beat her and pain her soft flesh; he may 
shut her up and deprive her of all other friends 
while the motive is raging love and interest in 
herself on his part, it only makes her love him the 
more. T he r eason why women be com e unfaijth- 
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1 ful is because the man grows casual, and having 
I awakened a taste for passionate joys, he no longer 
j gratifies them—so she yawns and turns else- 
\ wh^ e/* 

Well, there was no fear of her doing so if he 
could help it! He was more than willing to fol¬ 
low this receipt. Indeed, there was something 
about her so agitating and alluring that he knew 
in his heart all men would feel the same towards 
her in a more or less degree, and wild jealousy 
coursed through his veins at the thought^ 

My Paul, she said, 'klo you know I have a 
plan in my head that we shall go to Venice?” 

“To Venice!” said Paul in delight. 
Venice!” 

Yes I cannot endure any more of Ihucerne, 
parted from you, with only the prospect of 
snatched meetings. It is not to be borne. We 
shall go to that liome of strange joy, my lover, 

and there for a space at least we can live in 

peace.” 

.... 

Paul asked no better gift of fate. Venice he 
had always longed to see, and now to see it with 
her! Ah! the very thought was ecstasy to him, 
and made the blood bound in his veins, 
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When, when, my darling'?” he asked. ‘‘To¬ 
morrow ? When ?” 

“To-day is Friday,” she said. “One must give 
Dmitry time to make the arrangements and take 
a palace for xis. Shall we say Sunday, Paul ? I 
shall go on Sunday, and you can follow the next 
day—so by Tuesday evening we shall be together 
again, not to part until—the end.” 

“1'he end?” said Paul, with sinking heart. 


Ins face down to hers, “think nothing evil I 
said the end—-Init fate alone knows when that 


And Paul was more or less comforted, but in 

he 
nd 








CHAPTER XV 


I T was a beautiful apartment that Dmitry had 
found for them on tlie Grand Can^m yen- 
ice, in an old palace looking” southwest. A 
convenient door in a side canal cloaked the exit 
and entry of its inhabitants from curious eyes—• 
had^here been any to indulge in curiosity; but in 
IVSuce there is a good deal of the feeling of live 
land let live, and the dolce far nicnte of the life 
I is not conducive to an oi^er-anxious interest in the 
Idoirjgg of one's neighbours. 

can achieve a numkr 
of things in a short space of time, and Dmitiy 
had had both at his command, so everything, in¬ 
cluding a chef from Paris and a retinue of Italian 
servants, was ready when on the Tuesday evening 
Paul arrived at the station. 

What a wonderland it seemed to him, Venice! 
A wonderland where was awaiting him his heart's 
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delight—^niore passionately desired than ever 
after three days of total abstinence. 

As after the Friday afternoon he had spent 
more or less in hiding in the terrace-room, his 
lady had judged it wiser for him not to come at 
all to Lucerne, and on the Saturday had met him 
at a quiet part of the shore of the lake, beyond 
the landing-steps of the funkulaire, and for a 
few short hours they had cruised about on the 
blue waters—but her sweetest tenderness and 
ready wit had not been able entirely to eliminate 
the feeling of unrest which troubled them. And 
then there were the nights, the miserable even¬ 
ings and nights of separation. On the Sunday 
she had departed to Venice, and after she had 
gone, Paul had returned for one day to Lucerne, 
leaving again on the Monday, apparently as un¬ 
acquainted with Madame Zalenska as he had been 
the first night of his arrival 

He had not seen her since Saturday. Three 
whole days of anguishing longing. And now in 
half an hour at least she would be in his arms. 
The journey through the beautiful scenery from 
Lucerne had been got through at night—all day 
from Milan a feverish excitement had dominated 
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him, and prevented his taking any interest in out¬ 
ward surroundings. A magnetic attraction 
seemed drawing him on—on—to the centre of 
light and joy—his lady's presence. 

^ Dmitry and an Italian servant awaited his ar¬ 
rival; not an instant's delay for luggage called a 
halt. Tompson and the Italian were left for that 
and Paul departed with his trusty guide. 

It was about seven o'clock, the opalescent lights 
were beginning to show in the sky, and their re¬ 
flection in the water, as he stooped his tall head 
to enter the covered gondola. It was all too 
teautiful and wonderful to take in at once, and 
then he only wanted wings the sooner to arrive, 
not eyes to see the passing objects. Afterwards 
tlie strange soft cry of the gondoliers and the 
sights appealed to him; but on this fir.st evening 
every t rob of his being was centred upon the 

one moment when he should hold his beloved one 
to his heart. 

He could hardly contain his impatience and 
walk sedately beside Dmitry when they ascended 
the p-eat stone staircase-he felt like bounding 

P iree steps at a time. Dmitry had been re- 
spectfitlly silent Madame was well—that was 
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all he would say. He opened the great double 
door with a latch-key, and Paul found himself in 
a vast hall almost unfurnished but for some 
tapestry on the walls, aiid a hug-e gilt marriage- 
chest, and a couple of chairs. It was ill lit, and 
there was something of decay and gloom in its 
aspect. 

On tliey went, throitgh other doors to a salon, 
va.st and gloomy too, and then the glory and joy 
of heaven seemed to spring upon Paul’s view 
when the slirine of tlie goddess was reached— 
smaller room, whose windows faced the Grand 
Canal, now illnminatcd hy the setting sun in all 
its splentlour, coming in shafts from the balcony 
blinds. And among the quaintest and most old- 
woild surroundings, mixed with her own won¬ 
derful personal note.s of luxury, his lady rose 
from the tiger couch to meet him. 

His lady! His Queen! 

And, indeed, she seemed a queen when at last 
he held her at arms’-Iength to look at her. She 
was garted all ready for dinner in a marvellous 
garment of shimmering purple, while round her 
shoulders a scarf of Wlliant jpale emerald gauze 

fSTb 

163 














THREE WEEKS 


on her neck and in her ears great emeralds 
gleamed—a pear-shaped one of unusual brilliancy 
fell at the parting of her waves of hair on to her 
white smooth forehead. But the colour of her 
eyes he could not be sure of—only they were two 
w^ of love and passion gazing into his own. 

I All the simplicity of the Burgenstock surround- 
I ings was gone. The flowers were in the great¬ 
est profusion, rare and heavy-scented; the pillows 
of the couch were more splendid than ever; cloths 
of gold and silver and wonderful shades of orange 
and green velvet were among the purple ones he 
already knew. Priceless pieces of brocade inter¬ 
woven with gold covered the screens and other 
couches; and, near enough to pick up when she 
wanted them, stood jewelled boxes of cigarettes 
iand bonbons, and stands of perfume. 

Her expression, too, was altered. A new mood 
shone there; and later, when Paul learnt the his¬ 
tory of the wonderful women of cmqmcento 
Venice, it seemed as if something of their exotiV 
now lived in her. 

This was a new queen to worship—and die for, 
if necessary. He dimly felt, even in these first 
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moments, that here he would drink still deeper 
of the mysteries of life and passionate love. 

"EeHsenny-moiT she said, *‘my priceless one. 
At last I have you again to make me live. Ah! 
I must know it is really you, my Paul!” 

They were sitting on the tiger by now, and she 
undulated round and all over him, feeling his 
coat, and his face, and his hair, as a blind person 
might, till at last it seemed as if she were twined 
atout him like a serpent. And every now and 
then a narrow .slnift of the glorious dying sun¬ 
light would strike the great emerald on her fore¬ 
head, and give forth sparks of vivid green which 
appeared reflected again in her eyes. Pauhs 
head swam, he felt intoxicated with bliss. 

“This Venice is for you and me, my Paul,” she 
said, “llie air is full of love and dreams; we 
have left the slender moon behind us in Switzer¬ 
land; here she is nearing her full, and the sum¬ 
mer is upon us with all her richness and com¬ 
pleteness—the spring of our love has passed.” 

Her voice fell into its rhythmical cadence, as 
if she were whispering a prophecy inspired by 
some presence l)eyond. 

“.We will drink deep of the cup of delight, my, 
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lover, and bathe in the wine of tlie g-ods. We 
shall feast on the .tongues of nightiil^galcs, and 
rest on couches of flowers. And thou shall cede 
me thy soul, lieloved, and I will give thee mine—” 

lips meeting of their 


They dined on the open loggia, it.s curtain.s 
drawn, hiding them from the view o f the [lalaces 
opposite, but not preventing the soft .souiuls o-f 
the singers in the gondolas moored to the poles 
eneath from reaching their ears. And above 
le music now and then would come the faint 
splash of water, and the “Stalii”—“Preine" of 
some moving gondolier. 

strTu" with 

trange fehes and quantities of kon dU^uvre, 

that Paul knew not. accompanied by vodka in 

several forms And some of the plats .she would 

just taste, and some send in,stantly away. 

And all the while a little fountain of her own 

perfume played from a group of sportive ctipids 

with red 7” ^ m the centre was piled 

h red roses. Dmitry and two Italian foot- 
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Biirgenstock. Let us go out on the water and 
float about, too/’ 

It was exceedingly warm these last days 
of May, and that night not a zephyr stirred a 
ripple. A cloak and scarf of black gauze soon 
hid the lady’s splendour, and they descended the 
stall case hand in hand to the waiting open gon¬ 
dola. ^ 

It was a new experience of joy for Paul to re¬ 
cline there, and drift away down the stream, 
amidst the music and the coloured lanterns, and 
the wonderful, wonderful spell of the place. 

The lady was silent for a while, and then she 
began to whisper passionate words of love. She 
had never before been thus carried away—and he 
t^ust say them to her-as he held her hand¬ 
burning words, inflaming the imagination and 
exciting the sense. It seemed as if all the other 

nights of love were concentrated into this one hi 
Its perfect joy. 

mo can tell of the wild exaltation which filled 
laulf He was no longer just Paul Verdayne, 
the ordinary young Englishman; he was a god— 

and this was Olympus. 

Look, Paul I” she said at last. 


^‘Can you not 
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see Desdemona peeping from the balcony of her 
house there ? And to think she will have no hap¬ 
piness before her Moor will strangle her to-night! 
Death without joys. Ah! that is cruel Some 
joys are well worth death, are they not, my lover, 
as you and I should know?’’ 

^Worth death and eternity,’’ said Paul. “For 
one such night as this with you a man would sell 
his soul” 

It was not until they turned at the opening of 
the Guidecca to return to their palazao that they 
both became aware of another gondola following 
them, always at the same distance behind—a gon¬ 
dola with two solitary figures in it huddled on 
the seats. 

The lady gave a whispered order in Italian to 
her gondolier, who came to a sudden stop, thus 
forcing the other boat to come much nearer be¬ 
fore it, too, arrested its course. There a moon¬ 
beam caught the faces of the men as they leant 
forward to see what had occurred. One of them 
was Dmitry, and the other a younger man of the 
pure Kalmuck type whom Paul had never seen. 

“Vasili!” exclaimed the lady, in passionate 
surprise. “Vasili! and they have not told me!” 
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She trembled all over, while her eyes blazed 
green flames of anger and excitement. “If it is 
unnecessary they shall feel the whip for this.” 

Her cloak had fallen aside a little, disclosing a 
shimmer of purple garment and flashing emer¬ 
alds. ^ She looked barbaric, her raven brows knit, 
t might have been Cleopatra commanding the 
instant death of an offending slave. 

It made Paul’s pulses bound, it seemed so of 
the picture and the night. All was a mad dream 
0 exotic emotion, and this wa.s just an extra 


null wno was Vasih? And what did his pres- 
eiiM portend Something fateful at all events. 

the lady did not speak further, only by the 
quiver of her nostrils and the gleam in her eyes 
he knew how deeply she was stirred. 

Yes, one or the other would feel the whip, if 
thy had been over-zealous in their duties!^ 

It seemed_ out of sheer defiance of some fate 
hat she decided to go on into the lagoon when 
they passed San Georgio. It was growing late, 
and Pauls thoughts had turned to greater, joys. 

e onged to clasp her in his arms, to hold her, 
and prove her his own. But she sat there, her 
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proud—thus he did not dare to plead with her. 

ut presently, when she perceived the servants 
were no longer following, her mood changed, the 
sweetness of the serpent of old Nile fell upon 
her, and all of love that can be expressed in whis¬ 
pered words and tender hand-clasps, she lavished 
upon Paul, after ordering the gondolier to hasten 
hack to the palaaao. It seemed as if she, too, 

could not contain her impatience to be again in 

her lover’s arms. 

“I will not question them to-night/' she said 
when they arrived, and she saw Dmitry awaiting 

her on the steps. “To-night we will live and 

iTi V. 

ate 1311SS I 

Hut she could not repress the flash of her eyes 
which aptmml to annihilate the old servant lie 
ml on his knees with the murmured words of 
supplication : 

Imperatorskayer And Paul guessed it 
meant Imperial Highness, and a great wonder 
grew in his mind. 

undirH,i'''*"' and 

under the windows the musicians still played and 
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sang a gentle accom'paniment to their sighs of 
love. 

e :t later still Paul learnt what fiercest passion 
t, making other memories as moonlight unto 
jht—as water unto wine. 
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CHAPTER XVI 


T O some natures security hath no charm— 
the sword of Damocles suspended over 
their heads adds to their enjoyment of 
anything*. Of such seemed Paul and his lady. 
It was as if they were snatching* astonishing 
pleasures from the very brink of some danger, 
none the less in magnitude because unknown. 

They did not breakfast until after one o’clock 
the next day, and then she bade him sleep—sleep 
on this otlier loggia where they sat, which gave 
upon the aide canal obliquely, while looking into 
a small garden of roses and oleanders below. 
Here were shade and a cool small breeze. 

“We are so weary, my beloved one,” the lady 
said. “Let us sleep on these couches of smooth 
silk, sleep the heavy hours of the afternoon away, 
and go to the Piazza when the heat of the sun 
has lessened in measure.” 
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An immense ^aiiguor) was over Paul—^Iie asked 
nothing better than to rest there in the perfumed 
shade, near enough to his loved one to be able to 
stretch out his arm and touch her hair. And 
soon a sweet sleep claimed him, and all was 
oblivion and peace. 

The lady lay still on her couch for a while, her 
eyes gleaming between their half-closed lids. But 
at last, when she saw that Paul indeed slept deep¬ 
ly, she rose stealthily and crei)t from the place 
back to the room, the glc^omy vast room within, 
where she summoned Dmitry, and ordered the 
man she had called Vasili the night before into 
her presence. He came with critiging 0lMd5ic^ 
prostrating himself to the ground liefore lier, and 
kissing the hem of her dress, mule adoration in 
his dark eyes, like those of a faithful dog—a great 
scar showing blue on his bronzed cheek and fore¬ 
head. 

She questioned him (mi^edc^i^ while he 
answered humbly in fear^^ Dnutry^ood by, an 
anxious, strained look on his face, and now and 
then he put in a word. 

Of what danger did they warn her, these two 
faithful servants? One came from afar for no 
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other purpose, it seemed. Whatever it was she 
received the news in haughty defiance. She 
spoke fiercely at first, and they humbled them¬ 
selves the more. Then Anna appeared, and joined 
her supplications to theirs, till at last the lady, 
like a pettish child chasing a brood of tiresome 
chickens, shooed them all from the room, ’twixt 
laughter and tears. Then she threw up her arras 
in rage for a moment, and ran back to the loggia 
where Paul still slept. Here she sat and looked 
at him with burning eyes of love. 

He was certainly changed in the eighteen days 
since .she had first seen him. His face was thin¬ 
ner, the beautiful lines of youth were drawn with 
a finer hand. He was paler, tex), and a shadow 
lay under his curly lashes. But even in his sleep 
it seemed as if his awakened soul had set its seal 
upon his expression—he had tasted of the knowl¬ 
edge of good and evil now. 

The lady crept near him and kissed his hair. 
Then she flung herself on her own couch, and 
soon she also slept. 

It was six o’clock before they awoke, Paul first 
—and what was his joy to te able to kneel beside 
her and watch her for a few seconds before her 
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white lids lifted themselves! An attitude of utter 
weariness and abandon was hers. She was as a 
child tii*ed out with passionate weeping*, who had 
fallen to sleep as she had flung herself down. 
There was something even pathetic about that 
proud head laid low upon her clasped arms. 

Paul gazed and gazed. Plow he worshipped 
her! Wayward, tigerish, beautiful Queen. But 
never selfish or small. And what great thing had 
she not done for him—she who must have been 
able to choose from all the world a lover—and 
she had chosen him. How poor and narrow were 
all the thoughts of his former life, everywhere 
hedged m with foolish prejudice and ignorant cer¬ 
tainty. Now all the world should be his lesson- 
book, and some day he would show her he was 
worthy of her splendid teaching and belief in 
nm, and her gift of an awakened soul. Pie bent 
still lower on his knees, and kissed her feet with 
deepest reverence. She stirred not. She was 
so very pale--fear came to him for an instant— 
and then he kissed her mouth. 

Her wonderful eyes unclosed themselves with 
none of the bewildered stare people often wake 
wi 1 w len aroused suddenly. It seemed that even 
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in her sleep she had been conscious of her loved 
one’s presence. Her lips parted in a smile, while 
her heavy lashes again swept her cheeks. 

“Sweetheart,” she said, “you could awake me 
from the dead, I think. But we are living still, 
my Paul—waste we no more time, in dreams.” ' 

They made haste, and were soon in the gon- ‘ 
dola on their way to the Piazza. 

“Paul,” she said, with a wave of her hand 
which included all the beauty around, “I am so 
glad you only see Venice now, when your eyes 
can take it in, sweetheart. At first it would have 
said almost nothing to you,” and she smiled play¬ 
fully. “In fact, my Paul would have spent most 
of his time in wondering how he could get exer¬ 
cise enough, there being so few places to walk in t 
He would have bought a nigger boy with a dish 
for his father, and some Venetian mirrors for 
his aunts, and perhaps—^yes—a piece of Mr. 
Jesurum’s lace for his mother, and some blown 
glass for his friends. Pie would have walked 
through St Mark’s, and thought it was a tumble- 
down place, with uneven pavements, and he 
would have noticed there were a ‘jolly lot of 
pigeons’ in the square! Then he would havo 
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been4i£Hous[with the food at his hotel, grumbled 
at the waiters, scolded poor Tompson—and left 
for Rome!” 

too, in' 

pile of his protest. “Surely, surely, I never was 
so ad as tliat—and yet I expect it is probably 
true. How can I ever thank you enough for 
giving me eyes and an understanding?’’ 

‘‘There—there, beloved,” she said. 

They walked through the Piazza; the pigeons 
amused Paul, and they stopped and bought corn 
for them, and fed thegmedy creatures, ever 
ready for the uiiending|a^g)of strangers One 
or two bolder than the rest, alighted on the lady’s 
lat and shoulder, taking the corn from between 
her red lips, and Paul felt jealous even of the 
birds,_ and drew her on to see the Campanile, still 
landing then. They looked at it all, they looked 
at the hon, and finally they entered St. Mark’s. 

bated breath. It was all so beautiful and won- 

eZrt -"'“'•cely 

ever ^n in a Roman Catholic church before, and 
half -R gorgeous beauty of this 

half-Byaantine shrine. They hardly spoke. She 




THREE WEEKS 

did not weary him with details like a gttide-book 
^that would be for his after-life visits—^but now 
he must see it just as a glorious whole. 

They worshipped here, and endowed their 
temple with gold and jewels,” she whispered, 
and then they went into the Doge^s Palace, and 
placed a word in the lion’s mouth which meant 
death or destruction to their best friends! A 
wonderful people, those old Venetians! Sly and 
fjerce-~cruel and passionate —but with ever a 
shrewd smile in their eye, even in their love- 
affairs. I often ask myself, Paul, if we are not 
too civilised, we of our time. We think too much 
^of human suffering, and so we cultivate the nerves 
(to suffer more, instead of hardening them. Pic¬ 
ture to yourself, in my grandfather’s boyhood we 
had still the serfs! I am of his day, though it is ^ 
over—I have Ijeaten Dmitry—” 

Then she stopped speaking abruptly, as though 
aware she had localised her nation too much. A 
strange imperious expression came into her eyes 
as they met Paul’s-—almost of defiance. 

Paul was moved. He began as if to speak, 
then he remembered his promise never to question 
her, and remained silent. 
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Yes, my Paul—you have pi-omised, you 
know,” she said. “I am for you, your love— 
your love—but living or dead you must never 
seek to know more!” 

Ah! he cried, “you torture me when you 
speak like that. ‘Living or dead.’ My God! 
that means us both—^we stand or fall together.” 

‘‘Dear one”—her voice fell softly into a note 

of intense earnestness—-“while ^^ets us be to¬ 
gether—yes—living or dead—but if we must 
part, then either would be the cause of the death 
of the other by further seeking—never forget 
that, my beloved one. Listen”—her eyes took a 
sudd^fierceness—“once I read your English 
bo^‘The Lady and the Tiger.’ You remember 
It, Paul ? She must choose which she would give 
her lover to—death and the tiger, or to another 
^d more beautiful woman. One was left, you 
imderstand, to decide the end one’s self. It 
caused question at the moment; some were few: 

I one choice, some for the other—^but for me there 
I was never any hesitation. I would give you to a 
Aousand tigers sooner than to another- woman- 
just as I would give my life a thousand times for 
^ur life; my lover.’* 

jSo 
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“Darling,” said Paul, “and I for yours, my 
fierce, adorable Queen. But why should we 
speak of terrible things ? Are we not happy to¬ 
day, and now, and have you not told me to live 
while we may?” 

“Come 1” she said, and they walked on down to 
the gondola again, and floated away out to the 
lagoon. But when they were there, far away 
from the world, she talked in a new strain of 
earnestness to Paul. He must promise to do 
something with his life—something useful and 
great in future years. 

“You must not just drift, my Paul, like so 
many of your countrymen do. You must help to 
stem the tide of your nation's decadence, and be 
a strong man. For me, when I read now of Eng¬ 
land, it seems as if all the hereditary lem sktors 
—it is what you call your imbles , eh ?—these men 
have for their motto, like Louis XV., Aprbs mo i 
le dchtge--lt will last mv time . Paul, wherever 
I am, it will give me joy for you to be strong and 
great, sweetheart. I shall know then I have not 
loved iiist a beauti fuLahjell. whose mind I was 
able to light for a time. That is a sadness, Paul, 
perhaps the greatest of all, to see a soul one has 

i8i 








THREE WEEKS 

illuminated and awakened to the highest point 
gradually slipping back to a browsing sheep, to 
live for la chassc alone, and horses, and dogs, 
with each day no higher aim than its own mean 
pleasure.^ Ah, Paul!” she continued with sud¬ 
den passion, would rather you were dead_ 

dead and cold with me, than I should have to feel 
you were growing a rien du tou t—ti thing who 

will go down into nothingness, and U forgotten 
by men I” 

Her face was aflame with the feu saerS, The 
noble brow and line of her throixTw^ever re¬ 
main Paul’s memory as a thing apart in 
womankind. Who could have small or unworthy 

thoughts who had known her—this splendid 
Isidy ? 

And his worship grew and gi*ew. 








CHAPTER XVir 


rTri( PIAT night, as they looked from the loggia 
I on the Grand Canal after dinner, the 
moonlight making things almost light as 
day, Dmitry begged admittance from the door¬ 
way of the great salon. The lady turned impe¬ 
riously, and flashed upon him. How dared he 
interrupt their happy hour with things of earth? 

Then she saw he was loth to speak before Paul, 
and that his face was grey with fear, 

Paul realised the situation, and moved aside, 
pretending to lean from the wide windows and 
watch the passing gondolas, his wandering at¬ 
tention, however, fixing itself upon one which 
was moored not far from the palazzo, and occu¬ 
pied by a solitary figure reclining motionless in 
the seats. It had no coloured lights, this gon¬ 
dola, or merry musicians; it was just a black ob¬ 
ject of silence, tenanted by one man. 
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Dmitry whispered, and the lady listened, a 
quiver of rage going through her lithe body. 
Then she turned and surveyed the moored gon¬ 
dola, the same storm of passion and hate in her 
eyes as once before had come there, at the Rigi 
Kaltbad Belvedere, 


Shall I kill the miserable spy ? Vasili would 
do it this night,” she hissed l:«tween her clenched 
teeth. ‘But to what end ? A day’s respite, per¬ 
haps, and then another, and another to face.” 


Dmitry raised an imploring hand to draw her 
from the wide arched opening, where she must be 
in full view of those watching below. She mo¬ 
tioned him furiously aside, and took Paul’s hand. 
'‘Come, my lover,” she said, “we will look no 


more on this treacherous stream! It is full of 
the ghosts of past murders and fears. Let us re¬ 
turn to our shrine and shut out all 0am7| we will 
sit on our tiger and forget even thelnoon. Be¬ 
loved one—come!” 


And she led him to the open doorway, but the 
hand which held his was cold as ice. 

A tumult of emotion was dominating Paul. 
He understood now that danger was near—he 
guessed they were being watched—but by whom ? 
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By tHe orders of—^her husband? Ah! that 
thought drove him mad with rage—^her husband! 
She—^liis own—^the mate of his soul—of his body 
and soul—^was the legal belonging of somebody 
else I Some vile man whom she hated and 
loathed, a “rotting carrion spoiling God’s earth.” 
And he—Paul—^was powerless to change this fact 
—was powerless altogether except to love her 
and die for her if that would be for her good. 

“Queen,” he said, liis voice hoarse with pas¬ 
sion and pain, “let us leave Venice—^leave Europe 
altogether—let me take you away to some far 
land of peace, and live there in safety and joy for 
the rest of our lives. You would always be the 
empress of my being and soul.” 

She flung herself on the tiger couch, and 
writhed there for some moments, burying her 
clenched fists in the creature’s deep fur. Tlien 
she opened wide her arms, and drew Paul to her 
in a close, passionate embrace. 

beloved—my darling 
one!” she whispered in anguish. “If we were 
lesser persons—^yes, we could hide and live for 
a time in a tent under the stars—^but we are not. 
They would track me, and trap us, and sooner 
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or later there would be the end, the ignominious, 
ordinary end of disgrace—” Then she clasped 
him closer, and whispered right in his ear in her 
wonderful voice, now trembling with love. 
“Sweetheart—listen! Beyond all of this there 

is that thought, that hope, ever in my heart that 
one day a son of ours shall worthily fill a throne, 
so we must not think of ourselves, my Paul, of 
the Thou, and the I, and the Now, beloved. A 
throne which is filled most ignobly at present, and 
only filled at all through my birth and my family’s 
influence. Think not I want to plant a cheat. 
No! I have a right to find an heir as I will, a 
splendid heir who shall redeem the land—the 
spirit of our two selves given Ijeing by love, and 
endowed by the gods. Ah! think of it, Paul. 
Dream of this joy and pride, it will help to still 
the unrest we are both sufifering now. It must 
quiet this wild, useless rage against fate. Is it 
not so, my lover?” 

Her voice touched his very heartstrings, but 
he was too deeply moved to answer her for a mo¬ 
ment. The renewal of this thought exalted his 
very soul. All that was noble and great in his 
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nature seemed rising up in one glad triumph- 
song. 

A son of his and hers to fill a throne! Ah! 
God, if that were so! 

love the English,” she whispered. '‘I have 
known the men of all nations—but I love the 
English best. Tliey are straight and just—th e 

ar. eJmasJgiiaM=::^Tic 
^^0 ^1 l^ss* ji^nci our baby Paul shall be the most 
splendid of any. Beloved one, you must not 
think me a visionary—a woman dreaming of 
what might never be—I see it—I know it. This 
will come to pass as I say, and then we shall both 
find consolation and rest.” 

Ihus she whispered on until Paul was intoxi¬ 
cated with joy and glory, and forgot time and 
place and danger and possible parting. A host 
of triumphant angels seemed singing in his ears. 
Then she read him poeti'y, and let him caress her, 
and smiled in his arms. 

But towards morning, if he had awakened, he 
would have found his lady prostrate with silent 
weeping. The intense concentrated grief of a 
strong nature talking its farewell. 
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N OW this Thursday was the night of the 
full moon. A cloudless morning sky- 
promised a glorious evening. 

^ The lovers woke early, and had their break¬ 
fast on the loggia overlooking the |oleande^ ar- 
den. The lady was in an enchanting mood o f 
sun^hms, and no one could have gtiessed of the 
sorrow of her davyn vigil thoughts. She was 
wayward and playful—one moment petting Paul 
with exquisite sweetness, the next teasing his 
curls and biting the lobes of his ears. She never 
left him for one second—^Tseemedlh^must teach^ 
I him still more subtle caresses, and call forth even j 
Ls^M£lP j_emotion and bliss. 
banished, only a brilliant glory remained. She 
laughed and half-closed her eyes with provoking 
smiles. She undulated about, creeping as a ser- 
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pent over her lover, and kissing his eyelids and 
hair. They were so infinitely happy it was grow¬ 
ing to afternoon before they thought of leaving 
their loggia, and then they stai'ted in the open 
gondola, and glided away through quaint, nar¬ 
row canals until they came to the lagoon. 

“We shall not stay in the gondola long, my 
Paul, she said. ‘T cannot bear to be out of 
your arms, and our palace is fair. And oh I my 
l)eloved, to-night I shall feast you as never be¬ 
fore. The night of our full moon! Paul, I have 
ordered a bower of roses and music and song. 

I want you to remember it the whole of your life.” 

As though I could forget a moment of our 
time, my sweet,” said Paul. “It needs no feasts 
or roses—only whatever delights you to do, de¬ 
lights me too.” 

Paul, she cooed after a while, during which 
hci hand had lain in his and there had been a 
soft silence, is not this a life of joy, so smooth 
and gliding, this way of Venice? It seems far 
from ruffles and storms. I shall love it always, 
shall not you ? and you must come back in other 
years and study its buildings and its history, 
Paul—with your new, fine eyes.” 
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^‘We sHall come together, my darling/’ 
answered. “I should never want anythijn^ 
alone.” 

‘‘Sweetheart!” she cooed again in his ears; aix<^ 
then presently, “Paul,” she said, “some day yoU 
must read ‘ Salammbo ,’ that masterpiece of Flaii-^ 
bert’s. There^ is a spirit of love in that whicl'3- 
now you would understand—the love whicl^L 
looked out of Matho’s eyes when his body wa.s 
beaten to jelly. It is the love I have for you, 
own—a love ‘beyond all words or sense’—as one 
of your English poets says. Do you know, witln 
the strange irony of things, when a woman’s love 
for a man rises to the highest point there is in it 
always an element of the wifef However way— 
ward and tigerish and undomestic she may be, 
she then desires to be the acknowledged posses¬ 
sion and belonging of the man, even to her owrx 
dishonour. She desires to reproduce his likeness, 
she wants to compass his material good. She 
will think of his food, and his raiment, and his 
well-being, and never of her own—only, if she is 
wise she will hide all these things in her heart, foi" 
the average man cannot stand this great light o£ 
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her sweetness, and when her love becomes selfless, 
his love will wane.” 

“The average man’s—yes, perhaps so,” agreed 
Paul. But then, what does the average person 
of^her sex know of love at all?” 

think they know,” she said. “Really 
think it, but love like ours happens perhaps once 
in a century, and generally makes history of some 
|^g> rt—bad or good,” 

Let it! said Paul, “1 am like Antony in 
that poem you read me last night. I must have 
yon for my own, ‘Though death, dishonour, 
anything you will, stand in the way.’ Pie knew 
■what he was talking about, Antony! so did the 
man who wrote the poem!” 

“Pie was a great sculptor as well as a poet,” the 
lady said. And yes, he knew all about those 
wonderful lovers better far than your Shake¬ 
speare did, who leaves me quite cold when I read 
his view of them, Cleopatra was to me so sub¬ 
tle, so splendid a queen.” 

“Of course she was just you, my heart,” said 

.over aimin . and 

that poem you must give me to keep some day, 
because it says just what I shall want to say if 
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ever I must be away from you for a time. 

have I remembered it right ? 

“ Tell her, till I see 

Those eyes, I do not live—that Rome to nio 

Is hateful, tell her—oh!—know not what" 

That every thought and feeling, space and 

Is like an ugly dream where she is not; 

All persons plagues; all living wearisome; 

All talking empty . . 

Yes, that is what I should say—I say it to rn J 
se now even in the short while I am absent fi"Ot 
you dressing!” 

The lady’s eyes brimmed with tenderness 
‘Taul!—you do love me, my own!” she said. 

Oh, why can’t we go on and travel togetlnet 
darling? Paul continued. “I want you to slucav 
me the world—at least the best of Europe. 1 1 
every country you would make me feel the spi ri 
of the place. Let us go to Greece, and see ttx, 
temples and worship those old gods. They kne\.% 
about love, did they not?” 

The lady leant back and smiled, as if she liked 
to hear him talk. 
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“I often ask myself did they really know/" she 
said. “They knew the whole material part of it 
at any rate. They wei'e perhaps too practical to 
have indulged in the mental emotions we weave 
into it now—but they were wise, they did not 
educate the wives and daughters, they realised 
that to perform well domestic duties a woman’s 
mind should not be over-trained in learning. 
Learning and charm and grace of mind were for 
the others, the ^het^ri^ of whom they asked no 
tiresome ties. And in all ages it is unfortunately 
not the simple good women who have ruled the 
hearts of men. Think of Pericles and Aspasia— 
Antony and Cleopatra—^Justinian and Theodora 
—Belisarius and Antonina—and later, all the 
mistresses of the French kings—even, too, your 
English Nelson and Lady Plamilton! Not one 
of these was a man’s ideal of what a wife and 
mother ought to be. So no doubt the Greeks 
were right in that principle, as they were right 
basig.. principles.jpf art ancL Lalance. And 
now we mix the whole thing up, my Paul—■ 
domesticity and learning—nerves and art, and 
feverish cravings for the impossible new—so we 
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get a conglomeration of false proportions, and a 
ceaseless unrest.’’ 

yes,” said Paul, and thought of his mother, 
iihe was a perfectly domestic and beautiful 
woman but somehow he felt sure she had newer 
made his father’s heart beat Then his mind 
went back to the argument in what the lady had 
said—he wanted to hear more. 

'If this IS so, that would prove that all the 
very clewer women of history were immoral-do 

you mean that?” he asked. - 

The lady laii^li pd 

•' It is so {quaii^ a word, my Paul ! 

_ ach one sees it how they will. For me it is 
immoral to be false, to be mean, to stS^SThS?, 
to stoop to low actions and small ends. Yet one 
can be and do ah those things, and if one remains 
as well the faithful beast of burden to one man. 

But ^ woman! 

Ut that shining light of hypocrisy and virtue— 

to judge by her sentiments in her writings-your 
George Hiot, must be classed as immoral because, 
•laving chosen her mate without the law’s bless¬ 
ing, she yet wrote the highest sentiments of Brit¬ 
ish respectability! To me she was being immoral 
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only because she was deliberately doing what__ 

again I say, judging by her writings—she felt 
must be a grievous wrong. That is immoral— 
deliberately to still one’s conscience and indulge 
m a pleasure against it^/Sut to live a life with 
one s love, if it engenders the most lofty aspira¬ 
tions, to me is highly moral and good/^ feel 
myself ennobled, exalted, because you are my 
lovei, and our child, when it comes to us, will 
|lwve a noble mind.” 

The thought of this, as ever, made Paul thrill; 
he forgot all other arguments, and a quiver ran 
through him of intense emotion; his eyes swam 
and he clasped more tightly her hand. The lady, 
too, leant back and closed her eyes. 

Oh I the beautiful dream!” she said, ^'the 
beautiful, beautiful—-certainly! Sweetheart, let 
us have done with all this philosophising and go 
J)ack to our palace, where we are happy in the 
temple of the great^t of all Gods—the God of 
,] ^ve!”/ ^ 

I hen she gave the order for home. 

But on the way they stopped at Jestirum’s, and 
she supei vised Paul’s purchases for his mother, 
and allowed him to buy herself some small gifts. 
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And between them they spent a good deal of 
money, and laughed over it like happy children. 
So when they got back to the palazEo there was 
joy in their hearts like the snnlight of the late 
afternoon. 

She would not let Paul go on to the loggia 
overlooking the Grand Canal He had noticed 
as they passed that some high screens of lilac- 
bushes had hem placed in front of the wide 
arched openings. No fear of prying eyes from 
opposite houses now! And yet they were not too 
high to prevent those in the loggia from seeing 
the moon and the sky. Their feast was prepar¬ 
ing evidently, and he knew it would be a night 
of the gods. 

^ But from then until it was time to dress for 
dinner his lady decreed that they should rest in 
their rooms. 

^^Thou must sleep, my PaulA she said, ^Iso 
that thy spirit may be fresh for new joys.” 

And it was only after hard pleading she would 
allow him to have it that they rested on the other 

couches, so that his closing eyes might 
know her near. 
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CHAPTER XIX 


N O Englishwoman would have thought of 
the details which made the Feast of the 
Full Moon so wonderful in Paul’s eyes. 
It savoured rather of other centuries and the days 
of Imperial Rome, and indeed, had his lady been 
one of Britain’s daughters, he too might have 
found it a little himrre. As it was, it was all in 
the note—the exotic note o-f Venice and her 
spells. 


The lady h ad gone to her room when he woke 
on the pogg^ and he had only time to dress be- 
foie the appointed moment when he was to meet 
her in the little salon. 


She was seated on the old Venetian chair she 
had bought in Lucerne when Paul entered—^the 
most radi ant vision he had yet seen. Her gar¬ 
ment was (pale^een gauz^^ It seemed to cling. 
in misty folds round her exquisite shape j it was 
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clasped with pearls; the most magnificent ones 
Inmg in a row round Iier throat and fell from 
her ears. A diadem confined her glorious hair, 
which descended in the two long strands twisted 
with chains of emeralds and diamonds. Her 
whole personality seemed breathing magnificence 
and panther-like grace. And her eyes glowed 
with passion, and mystery, and force. 

Paul knelt like a courtier, and kissed her hand. 
Then he led her to their feast 
Dmitry raised the curtain of the loggia door 

as they approached, and what a sight met Paul’s 
view I 

The whole place had been converted into a 
bower of roses. The walls were entirely covered 
with them. A great couch of deepest red ones 
was at one side, fixed in such masses as to be 
quite resisting and firm. From the roof chains 
of roses hung, concealing small l|ghts~-while 
from above the screen of lilac-bushes in full bloom 
the moon m all her glory mingled with the rose- 

shaded lamps and cast a glamour and unreality 
over the whole. 

The dinner was laid on a table in the centre, 
and the table was covered with tuberoses and 

198 







THREE WEEKS 


steplianotis, surrounding the cupid fountain of 
perfume. The scent of all. these flowers! And 
the warm summer night! No wonder Paul’s 
senses quivered with exaltation. No wonder his 
head swam. 

They had scarcely been seated when from the 
great salon, whose open doors were hidden by 
falling trellises of roses, there came the exquisite 
sounds of violins, and a boy’s plaintive voice, A 
concert of all sweet airs played softly to further 
excite the sense. Paul had not thought such 
musicians could be obtained in Venice, and 
guessed, and rightly, that, like the cook and the 
artist who had designed it, they hailed from 
Paris, to beautify this night. 

Throughout the repast his lady bewildered him 
with her wild fascination. Never before had she 
seemed to collect all her moods into one subtle 
whole, cemented together by passionate love. It 
truly was a night of the gods, and the exaltation 
of Paul’s spirit had reached its zenith. 

“My Paul,” she said, when at last only the 
rare fruits and the golden wine remained, and 
they were quite alone—even the musicians had 
retired, and their airs floated up from a gondola 
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its grasp. In the uncertain light his sleep looked 
pale as death. 

Ihe lady gazed at him, an anguish too deep 
for tears in her eyes. For was not this the end— 
the very end? Fierce, dry sobs shook her. There 
was something terrible and tigerish in her grief. 
And yet her will made her not linger—there was 
still one thing to do. 

She rose and turned to the writing-table by the 
window, then drawing the blind aside a little she 
began rapidly to write. When she had finished, 
without reading the ^iiissive^ ver, she went and 
placed it with a flat leather jewel-case on her 
pillow beside Paul. And soon she commenced a 
madness of farewells—all restrained and gentle 
for fear he should awake. 

“My love, my love,” she wailed between her 
kisses, “God keep you safe—though He may 
never bring you back to me.” 

Then with a wild, strangled sob, she fled from 
the room. 




CHAPTER XX 


A PIUSH was over everything when Paul 
first awoke—the hush of a hot, drowsy 
noontide. 

He stretched out his arm to touch his loved 
one, as was his custom, to draw her near and 
envelop her with caresses and greeting—an in¬ 
stinct which came to him while yet half asleep. 

But his arm met empty space. What was 
this? He opened his eyes wide and sat up in 
hed. Pie was alone—where had she gone? He 
had slept so late, that was it. She was playing 
one of her sweet tricks upon him. Perliaps she 
was even hiding behind the curtain which cov¬ 
ered the entrance to the side loggia where thev 
were accustomed to breakfast. He would look 
and see. Pie rose ((uickly and lifted the heavy 
drapery. No—the loggia was untenanted, and 
breakfast was laid for one! That was the first 
chill—for one! Was she angry at his drowsi- 
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ness? Good God! what could it mean? He 
staggered a little, and sat on the bed, clutching 
the fine sheet. And as he did so it disclosed the 
letter and the flat leather case, which had fallen 
from the pillow and become hidden in the clothes. 

A deadly faintness came over Paul. For a few 
seconds he trembled so his shaking fingers re¬ 
fused to hold the paper. Then with a mighty 
effort he mastered himself, and tearing the en¬ 
velope open began to read. 

It was a wonderful letter. The last passionate 
cry of her great loving heart. It passed in review 
their glorious days in burning words—from the 
first moment of their meeting. And then, towards 
the end, “My Paul,” she wrote, “that first night 
you were my caprice, and afterwards my love, 
but now you ai*e my life, and for this I must 
leave you, to save that life, sweet lover. Seek 
me not, heart of my heart. Believe ni^^ would 
not go if there were any other way. ^a^is too 
strong for us, and I must bow my luStHT Were 
I to remain even another hour, all Dmitry’s 
watching could not keep you safe. Darling, 
while I thought they menaced me alone, it only 
angered me, but now I know that you would pay 
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the penalty, I can but go. If you follow me, it 
will mean death for us toth. Oh! Paul, I im¬ 
plore you, by our great love, go into safety as 
soon as you can. You must leave Venice, and 
return straight to England, and your home. 
Darling—beloved—lover—if we never meet 
again in this sad world let this thought stay with 
you always, that I love you—heart and mind- 
body and soul" -I am utterly and forever Yours.*’ 
As he read the last words the room became 
dark for Paul, and he fell back like a log on the 
bed, the paper fluttering to the floor from his 
nerveless fingers. 

She was gone—and life seemed over for him, 

^ Plere, perhaps an hour later, Tompson found 
him still unconscious, and in terrified haste sent 
off for a doctor, and telegraphed to Sir Charles 
Verdayne: 

“Come at once, 

Tompson.-'-' 

But ere his father could arrive on Sunday, Paul 
'ying 'twijrt life and death, madly raving 

with |braiirfe\^frY 

And thus ended the three weeks of his episode. 
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H ave any of yolt who read crept back to 
life from nearly beyond the grave? 
Crept back to find it shorn of all that 
made it fair? After hours of delirium to awaken 
in great weakness to a sense of hideous anguish 
and loss—to the prospect of days of aching void 
and hopeless longing, to the hourly, momentary 
sting of remembrance of things vaster than death, 
more dear than life itself? If you have come 
through this valley of the shadow, then you can 
know what the first days of returning conscious¬ 
ness meant to Paul. 

lie never really questioned the finality of her 
decree, he sensed it meant parting for ever. And 
yet, with that spring of eternal hope which ani¬ 
mates all living souls, unbidden argttings and pos¬ 
sibilities 1 ose in his enfeebled brain, and deepened 
his unrest. Thus his progress towards conva¬ 
lescence was long and slow. 
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And all tliis time liis fatlier and Tompson hac 
trsed him in the old Venetian^| 5iazS\ with ten- 
irest devotion. 

Tlie Italian servants had been left, paid up foi 
month, but the lady and her Russian retinue 
d vanished, leaving no trace. 

Both lompson and Sir Charles knew almost 
the whole story now from Paul’s ravings, and 
neither spoke of it--except that Tompson sup¬ 
plied some links to complete Sir Charles’ picture. 

She was the most snlendid l.-ulv -tw-m m 
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Charles made lig’lit of their son’s illness. Paul 
and he were enjoying Venice, he said, and would 
soon be home. D—d hard luck the boy getting 
fever like this! ’ he wrote in his laconic style, 

but one never could trust foreign countries’ 
drains!” 

And the Lady Henrietta waited in unsuspect- 

Those were weary days for every one con¬ 
cerned. It wrung his father’s heart to see Paul 
prostrate there, as weak as an infant. All his 
splendid youth and strength conquered by this 
raging blast. It was sad to have to listen to his 
ever-constant moan: 

“Darling, come back to me—darling, my 
Queen.” 

And even after he regained consciousness, it 
was equally pitiful to watch him lying nerveless 
and white, blue shadows on his once fresh skin. 
And most pitiful of all were his hands, now 
veined and transparent, falling idly upon the 
sheet. 

But at least the father realised it could have 
been no ordinary woman whose going caused the 
shock which—even after a life of three weeks’ 
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continual emotion—could prostrate Ins youn| 
Hercules, She must hav-e been worth somethini 
—this tig-er Queen. 

And one day, contrary to his usual custom, h 
addressed Tompson : 

“What sort of a looking* woman, lompson?’ 

And Tompson, although an Englisli valet, die 
not reply, “Who, Sir Charles ?“~he just roundcc 
his eyes stolidly and said in his monotonous 
voice: 

was tliat forcible-looking, a man coultln’t 
say when he got close, she kind of dazzled him. 
She had black hair, and a white face, anti—anti--- 
witch s eyes, hut she was very kiiul ami over¬ 
powering, haughty and generous. Any one would 
have kn own she was a Queen.” 

“Young?” asked Sir Charles. 

Tompson smoothed his chin: “I could not 
say, Sir Charles. Some days alwiit twenty-five, 
and other days past tliirty. About thirty-three 
to thirty-five, I expect she was, if the truth were 
mown.” 

'‘£lStty?” 

Tlie eyes rounded more and more. “Well, she 
^as so I can’t say, Sir Charles—the 
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most lovely lady I ever did see at times, Sir 
Charles.” 

‘Humph,” said Paul’s father, and then re¬ 
lapsed into silence. 

She’d a beast of a husband; he mig'ht ha-ve 
been a King, but he was no gentleman,” Tompson 
ventured to add presently, fearing the “Humph” 
perhaps meant ^Is^pt^S otT) of this splendid 
Queen. “ITer servants were close, and did not 
speak good English, so I could not get much out 
of them, but the man Vasili, who came the last 
days, did say in a funny lingo, which I had to 
guess at,- as how he expected he should have to 
kill him some time. Vasili had a scar on his face 
as long as your finger that he’d got defending the 
Queen from her husband’s brutality, when he was 
the worse for drink, only last year. And Mr. 
Verdayne is so handsome. It is no wonder. Sir 
Charles—” 

“That will do, Tompson,” said Sir Charles, 
and he frowned. 

The fatal letter, carefully sealed up in a new 
envelope, and the leather case were in his des- 
patoh-box. Tompson had handed them to him 
on his arrival. And one day when P^f apjpeared 
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doctor. "J^^jsjoohot for Venice, lie must be 

to fliiglier air/^ aiul ttie little man had 

tied his head. 

0 this wami late afternoon, as he lay under 


had made necessary in this paradise—his father 
said to him: 

I have a letter and a parcel of yours, Paul; 
youjnid better look at diem—\vcJiope to start 

fj—to a more 
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Then he had pushed them under the net-folds, 
and turned his back on the scene, 

Ihe blood rushed to Ikiurs face, hut left him 
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he broke the seal. The minute Sphinx in the 
corner of the paper seemed to mock at him. In¬ 
deed, life was a riddle of anguish and pain. He 
read the letter all over—and read it again. The 
passionate words of love warmed him now that 
he had passed the agony of the farewell. One 
sentence he had hardly grasped before, in par¬ 
ticular held balm. “Sweetheart,” it said, “you 
must not grieve—'think always of the future and 
of our hope. Our love is not dead with our part¬ 
ing, and one day there will be the living sign—” 
Yes, that thought was comfort—^but how should 
he know ? 

Then he turned to the leather case. His fingers 
were still so feeble that with difficulty he pressed 
the spring to open it. 

He glanced up at his father's distinguished- 
looking back outlined against the loggia’s open¬ 
ing arches. It appeared uncompromising. A 
fixed determination to stare at the oleanders be¬ 
low seemed the only spirit animating this parent. 

Ye.s—^lie must open the box. It gave suddenly 
with a jerk, and there lay a dog’s collar, made of 
.small flexible plates of pure beaten gold, mounted 
on Russian leather, all of the finest workmanship. 
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CHAPTER XXII 

T ITEY did not go north, as Sir Charles in¬ 
tended, an unaccountable reluctance on 
Paul’s part to return through Switzer¬ 
land changed their plans. Instead, by a fortu¬ 
nate chance, the large schooner yacht of a rather 
eccentric old friend came in to Venice, and the 
father eagerly acccepted the invitation to go on 
board and bring his invalid. 

The owner, one Captain Grigsby, had been quite 
alone, so the three men would be in peace, and 
nothing could be better for Paul than this warm 
sea air. 

/‘"""typhoid fever ?” Mark Grigsby had asked. 
"No,” Sir Charles had' replied, “considerable 
tribulation over, a woman, 

kidle cattle!” was Captain Grigsby’s 
polite comment. “A fine boy, too, and prom¬ 
ising-—” 
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not among the Ionian Isles, as had been Captain 
Grigsby’s intention. 

“I fancy the lady came from some of those 
Balkan countries,” Sir Charles had said. “Don’t 
let us get in touch with even the outside of one 
of them.” 

And Mark Grigsby had grunted an assent. 

“The boy is a fine fellow,” he said one morn¬ 
ing as they looked at Paul hauling ropes. “He’ll 
probably never get quite over this, but he is fight¬ 
ing like a man, Charles—^tell me as much as you 
feel inclined to of the story.” 

So Sir Charles began in his short, broken sen¬ 
tences : 

“Parson’s girl to start with—sympathy over a 
broken collar-1)one. The wife behaved unwisely 
about it, so the boy thought he was in love. We 
sent him to travel to get rid of that idea. It 
appears he met this lady in Lucerne—seems to 
have 1)ecn an exceptional person-—a Russian, 
Tompson says—a Queen or Princess incog.^ the 
fellow tells me—but I can’t spot her as yet. 
Hubert will know who she was, though—^but it 
does not matter—^the woman herself was the 
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three weeks 

tiling*. Gather she was quite a remarkable woman 
—ten years older than Paul.” 

“Always the case,” growled Captain Grigsl)y. 

Sir Charles puffed at his pipe—and then: 
“They were only together three weeks/* he said. 
And during that time slie managed to cram more 
knowledge of everything into the hoy’s head than 
you and 1 have got in a lifetime. Give you my 
word, Grig, when he was off his chump in tlic 
fever, he raved like a poet, and an orator, and he 
was only an ordinary sportsman wheti he left 
home in the spring! Cleopatra, he called her one 
day, and I fancy that was the keynote—she must 
have been one of those exceptional women we 
read of in the sixth fo rm.” 

And fortutiately never met!'’ said Captain 
Grigsby. 

“I don’t know.” mused Sir Charles. “It 
might have been good to live as wildly even at 
the price. We’ve !x>th been al»ut the world, 
Grig^, since the days we fastened on ourfeuirasse^ 
topther for the finst time, and each th[)ught1h[m- 
self the devil of a fine fellow-hut I rather doubt 
It we now know as much of what is rcalW 
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having as my boy there—just twenty-three years 
old.” 

Nonsense! snapped Captain Grigsby—^but 
there was a tone of regret in his protest. 

Lucky to have got off without a knife or a 
bullet through him—dangerous nations to grap¬ 
ple with,” he said. 

Yes I g'ather some pretty heavy menace was 
ovei their heads, and that is what made the lady 
decamp, so weVe much to be thankful for,” agreed 
Sir Charles. 

Had she any children ?” the other asked. 

“Tompson says no. Rotten fellow the hus¬ 
band, it appears, and no heir to the throne, or 
pi incipality, or whatever it is—so when I have 
had a talk with Hubert—Henrietta’s brother, you 
know the one in the Diplomatic Service, it will 
be easy to locate her—gathered Paul doesn’t 
know himself.” 

I letty lomance, anyway. And what will you 
do with the boy now, Charles?” 

Paul s father puffed quite a long while at his 
meerschaum liefore he answered, and then his 
voice was gruffer than ever with tenderness sup¬ 
pressed. 
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unnecessary rope-pulling, and then retire to his 
berth the moment that dinner was over, rather 
than go on deck. His face, too, which had been 
controlled as a mask until now, woi'e a look of 
haunting anguish which was grievous to see. He 
ate his dinner—or rather, pretended to play with 
the food—^in absolute silence. 

Uneasiness overcame Sir Charles, and he 
glanced at his old friend. But Paul, after light¬ 
ing 3.nd letting it out once or twice, rose, 

and murmuring something about the heat, went 
up on deck. 

It was the night of the full moon—eight weeks 
exactly since the joy of life had finished for him. 

lie felt he could not bear even the two kindly 
gentlemen whose unspoken sympathy he knew 
was his. lie could not bear anything human. 
To-night, at least, he must be alone with his grief. 

All nature was in a mood divine. They were 
close enough inshore to see the splendid temples 
clearly with the naked eye. yhe sky and the se a 
. the Mediterranean knows. 
It was hot and still, and the moon in her pure 
magnificence cast her never-ending spell. 

Not a sound of the faintest ripple met his ear. 
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The sailors supped below. All was silence. On 
one side the vast sea, on the other the shore, with 
this niasteipiecc of man s i^’enius, the temple of 
the gn-eat g-od XT'^CT^ in this vaiiished settle¬ 
ment of the old Greeks, ilow marvellously lieauti- 
fiil it all was, and how his Queen would have* loved 
it! How she would have told him its history 
and woven round it the spirit of the past, until 
his living* eyes could almost have seen the priests 
and the people, atul heartl their worsliiiiping* 
prayers! 

His darling' had s|jokc*ii of it imce, he reinent” 
hei cd, and had told him it was a place they must 
see. He recollected her very words: 

We must look at it first in the winter from 
the shore, my Paul, and see those s{)lt*ndid |)rO" 
portions outlined against the sky—so noble and 
so perfectly Hdanceil-—and then we must see it 
from the sea, with the hackgrouiicl of the olive 
hills. It is ever .silent and deserted and cairn, 
and death lurks there after llie inontli of March. 
A cruel malaria, wliicli we must not face*, dear 
love, But if we could, we ought to see it from 
a yacht in safety in the summer time, and then 
the spell would fall upon us, and we would know 
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it was true that rose-trees really grew there which 
gave the world their blossoms twice a year. That 
was the legend of the Greeks.” 

seeing it from a yacht, but ah, 
God! seeing' it alone—-alone. And where was 



So intense and vivid was his remembrance of 
her that he could feel her presence near. If he 
turned his head, he felt he should see her stand¬ 
ing beside him, her strange eyes full of love, 
d'he very perfume of her seemed to till the air— 
her golden voice to whisper in his ear—-her soul 
to mitigle with his soul. Ah yes, in spirit, as 
she had said, they could never be parted more. 

A suppressed moan of anguish escaped his lips, 
and his father, who had come silently behind him, 
put his hand on his arm. 

^‘My poor boy,” he said, his gntff voice hoarse 
in his throat, "if only to God I could do some¬ 
thing for you!” 

"Oh, father!” said Paul, 

And the two men looked in each other’s eyes, 
and k new each other as never before. 
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' Tlie prospect was perfectly deligHtful, and 
ought to cause any young man pure joy. 

I It was with a heart as heavy as lead Paul 
mounted the broad steps of his ancestral home 
that summer evening, and was folded in his 
mother’s arms. (The guests were all fortu¬ 
nately dressing for dinner.) 

Captain Grigsby had been persuaded to aban¬ 
don his yacht and accompany them too. 

’ “Yes, ril come, Charles,” he said. “Getting 
too confoundedly hot in these seas; besides, the 
boy will want more than one to see him through 
among those cackling women.” 

So the three had travelled together through 
Italy and Fraiice^—Switzerland had been strictly 
avoided. 

“Pauli darling!” his mother exclaimed, in a 
voice of pained surprise as she stood back and 
looked at him. “But surely you have been very 
ill. My darling, darling son—” 

“I told you he had had a sliai-p attack of fever, 
lienrietta,” interrupted Sir Charles quickly, “and 
no one looks their best after travelling in this 
grilling weathe r. Let the boy get to his bath, 
and you will see a different person.” 
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continuous care for long day s to come lield^ c^er- 
tain consolatio n fo r 

At last Paul was left alone, and there came a 
moment he had been longing- for. He had sent 
written orders that Tremlett should bring Pike, 
and leave him in his dressing-room beyond—and 
all the while his mother had talked he had heard 
suppressed whines and scratchings. Somehow 
he had not wanted to see his dog before any of 
the people; the greeting between himself and his 
little friend must be in solitude, for was there not 
a secret link between them in that golden collar 
given by his Queen ? 

And Pike would understand~he certainly 
would understand! 

If short, passionate barks, and a madness of 
wagging tail-stump, accompanied by jumps of 
crazy joy, could comfort any one—^then Paul had 
his full measure when the door was opened, and 
this rough white terrier bounded in upon him, 
and, frantic with welcome and ecstasy, was with 
difficulty quieted at last in his master’s fond arras. 

“Ohl Pike, Pike!” Paul said, while tears of 
weakness flowed down his cheeks. “I can talk 
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That first evening of 
ordeal for Paul He v 
tired from travelling, to 
to listen and reply to the 
mother’s guests was aln 
bear. 


They were a nice cIm 
young friends. Pretty 
companions abounded, 
played silly games after c 
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Pike was there on the broad sill 
beside him, under his arm, and he could feel the 
g'olden collar on the soft fur neck—a wave of 
perhaps the most hopeless anguish he had yet 
felt was upon his spirit now. The unutterable 
blankness—the impossible vista of the endless 
days to come, with no prospect of meeting—^no 
aim no hope. Yes, she had said there was one 
hope—one hope which could bring peace to their 
cruel unrest. But how and when should he ever 
know? And if it were so—then more than ever 
he should be by her side. The number of beau¬ 
tiful things he would want to say to her about it 
all-—the oceans of love he would desire to pour 
upon her—the tender care which should be his 
houi'ly joy. To honour and worship her, and 
chase all pain away. And he did not even know 
her name, or the country where one day this hope 
should reign. That was incredible—and it would 
be so easy to find out. But he had promised her 
iiever to make inquiries, and he would keep his 
word. He saw her reason now; it had arisen in 
an instinct of tender protection for himself. She 
had known if he knew her place of abode no fear 
of death would keep him from trying to see her. 
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I he had hatl the tears —-i 
;I and blood ? It was no 
hear once more her gold« 
iig*, twining arms, 
le was only held back by t 
for her. And instead of Imng with her, and 
waiting on her footsteps, he should ha¥e to spend 
his next hours with those ridiculous English¬ 
women ! Those foolish, flippant girls! One had 
quoted poetry to him at dinner, the very scrap 
his lady had spoken a line of—this new poet’s, 
who was taking the w'orld of .Eondon liy storm 
that year: “Loved with a love licyond all words 
or sense!- And it had sounded Hkefte^ or 
sacrilege. What did these dolls know of love, 
Chatter i ng parrots to weary a man’s 
.l^taln! Yes, the Greeks were right, it would be 
better to keep them spinning flax, and tmedu- 
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his han'ds, “let me get through this time as she 
would have me do; let me not show the anguish 

in my heart, but be at least a man and gentle- 
man.” 

* * Ni* ^ ^ 
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at the great dinner given to 
ly. No one had gnensed at 1 
before, and the county papers, and indeed 
London rejjorters, had predicted a splend 
htical ftiture for this youngs orator. It hat 
quite a long speech, and contained sound 
ments and common sense, and was expresf 
and refine d tliat it sent ec 
admiration through liis mother’s fond breai 
And all the time Paul sjKike he saw no s 
faces below him~---only his soul’s eyes were 
ng into those strange chameleon orbs of his 
Fie said every word as if she had l)een there 
Lt the end it almost seemed she must have I 
soft a peace fell on his spirit. 
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And so these days passed in well-accomplished 
duty; and at last all the festivities were over, and 
he could rest. 

Captain Grig’sby and his father had helped him 
whenever they could, and an eternal bond of 
friendship was cemented between the three. 

“By Jove, Charles! You ought to be thunder- 
ing proud of that boy!” Captain Grigsby said the 
morning of his depaiture for Scotland on August 
10. “He’s come up to the scratch like a hero, 
and whatever the damage, the lady must have 
been well worth while to turn him out polished 
like that. Gad! Charles, I’d take a month’s jour¬ 
ney to see her myself.” 

And Paul’s father grunted with satisfaction as 
he said: “I told you so.” 

Thus the summer days went by in the strength¬ 
ening of Paul’s character—^trying always to live 
up to an ideal—trying ever to dominate his grief 
•—but never trying to forget. 

By the autumn shooting time his health was 
quite restored, and except that he looked a year 
or so older there were no outward traces of the 
passing through that valley of the shadow, from 
whence he had escaped with just his life. 
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^e<l the inner man beyond all recog’nition. 
spirit was stamped with her nameless dis- 
on, ami all the vistas she hatl opened for 
0 the tree of knowledge he now followed up. 
mallcst incident of Ins day seemed uncoil” 
1 with some thought or wish of he 
n truth she still guided and moulded him by 
)wer of her great soul 
- in spite of all these things, the weeks and 
IS held hours of aching longing and increas- 
nxicty to know how she fared. If she 
I lie ill. If their hope was coming true, 
■ow she must ht suffering, and suffering all 
■Sometimes the agony of the thouglit was 
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there would be no temptation to question him, 
nr perchance to hear one of his clever, evil jests 
which might contain some allusion to his lady. 
l.ord Hubert Aldringham was fond of boasting 
of his royal acquaintances, and was of a mind 
that found ‘‘not even Lancelot brave, nor Galahad 
clean.” Now all Paul could do was to wait and 
hope. At least his Queen had his address. She 
could write to him, even though he could not 
write to her—and surely, surely, some news of 
her must come. 


Thus the winter arrived, and the hunting- 
hunting that he had been sure was what he liked 
best in all the world. 

And now it just served to pass the time and 
distract some hours from the anguishing ache by 
its physical pleasure. But in that, as in every¬ 
thing he did at this time, Paul tried to outshine 
his fellows, and gain one more laurel to lay at 
the feet of his Queen. Socially he was having 
an immense success. He began to be known as 
some one worth listening to by men, and women 
hung on his words. It was peculiarly delightful 
to fmd so young and beautiful a creatu re with all 
the knowledge and fascinating (cach^ of a man 
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of the world. And then his complete indifferenc 
to them (piqu^ and allured them still mor< 
Always polite and chivalrous, but as aloof as 
mountain top. Paul had no small vanity to b 
soothed by their worship into forgetting for on 
moment his Queen. So his shooting-visits passed 
and his experience of life grew. 

Isabella had returned at Christmas, engagfec 
to a High Church curate, and beaming with sat¬ 
isfaction and health. And it gave Paul, and in¬ 
deed them both, pleasure to meet and talk for ar 
hour. She was a good sort always, and i£ Ii€ 
marvelled to himself how he had even been even 
mildly attracted by her, he did not let it appear 
in his manner. 

But one thing jarred. 

“My goodness, Paul, how smart Pike’s collar 
is!” Isabella had said. “Did you ever! Y'on 
extravagant boy! It is good enough for a lady’s 
bracelet. You had better give it to me! It will 
make the finest wedding gift PH have!” 

But Paul had snatched Pike up, the blood burn¬ 
ing in his cheeks, and had laughed awkwardly 
and turned the conversation. 
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No one’s fingers but his own were ever allowed 
to touch the sacred gold. 

About this time his mother began to have the 
idea he ought really to marry. His father had 
been thirty at the time of his wedding with her^ 
selb__and she had always thought that was start¬ 
ing too late. Twenty-three was a good age, and 
a sweet, gentlejyifeof Paul’s would be the joy 
of fli^lBecImmg years^ -to say nothing of several 
grandchildren. But when this matter was 
broached to him first, Paul laughed, and when it 
became a daily subject of conversation, he almost 
lost that quick temper of his, which was not quite 
yet under perfect control. 

‘T tell you what it is, mother,” he said, “ii you 
tease me like this I shall go away on a voyage 
round the world!” 

So the Lady Henrietta subsided into pained 
silence, and sulked with her adored son for more 
than a day. 

“Paul is so unaccountably changed since his 
visit abroad,” she said to her husband ^Tmntively. ^ 
“I sometimes wonder, Charles, if we really know 
all the people he met.” 

And Sir Charles had replied, “Nonsense! Hen- 
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T he clays passed on, March had almost 
come, and Paul heard nothing-. His 
father noticed the daily look of strain, 
and his mother anxiously inquired if he were dull, 
and if he would not like her to have some people 
to stay, and thus divert him in some fashion. And 
Paul had answered with what grace he could. 

An intense temptation came over him to read 
all the Court news. Pie longed to pick up the 
Itidies papers he saw in his mother’s sitting- 
room ; such journals, he knew, delighted to pub¬ 
lish the doings of royal lives. But the stern self- 
control which now he practised in all the ruling 
of his life prevented him. No, he had promised 
never to investigate—and neither in the letter, 
nor the spirit, would he break his word, whatever 
the suffering. The news, when it came, must be 
from his beloved one direct. 

But oh! the unrest of these hours. liad their 
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hope come true?—and how was she? The days 
passed in a gnawing anxiety. He was so restless 


he could hardly fix his attention on anything. It 
required the whole of his will to keep him taking 
in the sense of the Parliamentary books which 
were now his study. The constant query would 
raise its head between each page-—‘^What news of 
my Queen —what news of my Queen ?” 

Each mail as it came in made his heart teat, 
and often his hand trembled as he lifted Ids pile 
of letters. But no sight of her writing gladdened 
his eyes, until he began to be like the sea and its 
tides, rising twice a day in a rushing hope with 
the posts, and sinking again in disappointment. 

He grew to look haggard, and his father’s 
heart ached for him in silence. At length one 
morning, when he had almost trained himself not 
to glance at his correspondence, which came as he 
was dawdling over an early breakfast, his eye 
caught a foreign-looking letter lying on the top. 
It was no hand he knew—but something told him 
it contained a message—from his Queen. 

He dominated himself; he would not even look 
at the postmark until he was away up in his own 
room. No eye but Pike’s must see his joy—or 
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sorrow and disappointment And so the letter 
burnt in his pocket until his/smSSumWas reached, 
and then with agonised impatience he opened the 
envelope. 

Within was another of the familiar paper he 
knew, and ah! thank God, addressed in pencil in 
his lady’s own hand. Inside it contained an en¬ 
closure, hut the sheet was blank. With wildly 
beating heart and trembling fingers Paul undid 
the smaller packet’s folded ends. And there the 
morning sunkaras fell on a tiny curl of hai r, of 
that peculiar nondescript shade of infant fairness 
which later would turn to gold. It was less than 
an inch long, and of the fineness of down, while 
in tender care it had been tied with a thread of 
blue silk. 

Whitten on the paper underneath’ were the 
words: 

“Beloved, he is so strong and fair, thy son, 
born the loth of February.” 


For a moment Paul closed his eyes, and as once 
b^ore a dlroir of ^raphims were singing in his 
ears. 
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Then he looked at this minute lock again, and 
touched it with his forefinger. (The strangest 
emotion he had ever known (juivered through his 
being—the concentrated sensation of what he 
used to feel when his lady had sicken of their 
hope—a weird, tremulous, physical thrill The 
dear small curl of hair! The actual, tangilde 
proof of his own living son. He lifted it with 
die greatest reverence to his lips, and a mist of 
joy swam in his blue eyes. Ah! it was all tcK) 
wondei ful—too divine the thought 1 fi'he essence 
of their great love—this child of his and hers. 
His and hers! Yes, their hope had not deceived 
them. It was true! It was true! 

Then his mind rose in passionate worship of 
his lady. His goddess and Queen—tlie main¬ 
spring of his watch of life—the supreme and nh- 
solute mistress of his heart and soul Never had 
he more madly desired and loved her than this 
day. He kissed and kissed her words in deep 
devotion. 

But how and wliere was she ?—was she well ? 
—was she ill? Had she been suffering? Oh! 

More than ever the ter- 
riblefelmf their separation came to him. It was 
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his right, by every law of nature, to now be by 

her side. 

But she was well—she must be well, or she 
would have said, and surely lie soon would see 
her. 

It was like a voice from heaven, her little writ¬ 
ten words, bridging the impossible—drawing him 
Ijack to the knowledge and certainty that she was 
there, for him to love, and one day to go to. (fST 
could never be so unjust as to part him from—the 
mother of his child. 

And then a state of mad ecstasy came over Paul 
with that vision; he could not stay in the house; 
he must go out under God’s sky, and let his soul- 
thoughts fly into space. Dazzling pictures came 
to him; surely the spring was in his heart break¬ 
ing through the frozen ground like a single 
golden crocu s he saw at his feet-—surely, surely 
the sun of life would shine again, and living he 
should see her. 

He strode away, Pike ^mbdh^ beside him, 
and racing ahead and back again, seeming to un¬ 
derstand and participate in his master’s inward 

Paul hardly noticed where he went, his 
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thoughts exalting him so that he did not even 
heed to choose his favourite Iiaunt, the wood 
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When he turned to come back in the late after¬ 
noon, the torrent of his wild happiness had crys¬ 
tallised itself into coherent thoug'ht and question. 
Surely she would send him some more words and 
make some plan to see him. But at least he was 
in touch with her ag'ain and knew she was his 
own—his own. i:iie...&Ueiace^ ^h broken, an d 
human ingenuity would find some wav of n ieeting'. 

1 he postmark was Vienna—thoug'h that meant 
nothing at all; she could have sent Dmitry there 
to post the letter. But at best, even if it were 
Russia, a few days’ journey only separated him 
from his darling and—his son! Then the reali¬ 
sation of that proud fact of parenthood came over 
him again. He said the words aloud, '"My son!” 

And with a cry of wild exaltation he vaulted a 
gate like a schooll)oy and ran along the path. Pike 
Ixiunding in the air in frantic sympathy. Thus 
Paul returned to his home again, hope singing 
in his heart. 

* * >l« >l< >K sk s|t 

But even his father did not guess why that 
night at dinner he raised his champagne glass 
and drnnk a silent toast—his eyes gazing into 
distance as if he thfere saw heaven. 
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O F course as the days went I)y tlie sparkk 
of Paul’s joy subsided An infinite un¬ 
rest took its place—a continual mad de¬ 
sire for further news. Supposiitg she were ill, 
his darling one ? Many times a day lie read her 
words; the pencil writing was certainly feeble and 
shaky supposing— But he refused to face any 
terrible picture. The letter had come on tlie 2 d 
of March; his son had been eleven days ohl then 
—two days and a half to Vienna—that brought 
it to eight when the letter was nosted—and fmm 
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little, but still anxiety—like a sleuth-h'oiind—pur¬ 
sued his every moment. He would not leave 

liome—London saw him not even for a day. 
Some word might come in his absence, some mes¬ 
sage or summons to go to her, and he would not 
chance being out of its reach. More than ever 
all their three weeks of happiness was lived over 
again—every word she had said had sunk for 
ever in his memory. And away in his solitary 
walks, or his rides home from hunting in the dusk 
of the afternoon, he let them echo in his heart. 

Kut the desire to be near her was growing an 
obsession. 

Some days when a wild gallop had made his 
blood run,^ triumphant thoughts of his son would 
come to him. How he should love to teach him 
to sit a horse in days to come, to ride to hounds, 
aticl shoot, and be an English gentleman. Oh! 
why was she a Queen, his loved one, and far away 
—why not here, and his wife, whom he could 
with ,J.eyotio n an d^ hoiJpdE? Surely that 
would 1)C enough forlliem boii^^^ life of trust 

and love and sweetness; but even if it were not_ 

if onl^^ey 
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The two—Paul and his father—were a silent 
pair for the most part, as they jogi^ed along the 
lanes on their way hack from hunting. 

One afternoon, when this sense of parenthood 
was strong upon Paul, he went in to tea in his 
nother’s sitting-room. And as he leant upon the 
is tall, splendid figure in its scarlet 


this apartiiieiU-----himself in every stage, from in¬ 
fantile days upward, through the toy rocking- 
horse period to the real dog companion—in Eton 
collars and hourth of June hats—in cricketing 
flannels and Oxford Pullingdon grtnips—anti 
then not so tnany, until one taken last year. 
How young it looked and smiling! There was 
one particular miniature of him in the holv of 
holiest positions in the ce; 

ork of art, we 
:ed in a frame 
h the name atii 
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next a great chair, in a blue velvet suit and a lace 
turn-over collar, while curls of brightest gold fell 
rippling to his neck—rather short bunchy curls 
which evidently would not be repressed. 

“Was I ever like that, mother?” he said. 

And the Lady Henrietta, only too enchanted to 
expand upon this enthralling subject, launched 
forth on a full description. 

Like it! Of course! Only much more beau¬ 
tiful. No child had ever had such golden curls, 
or such eyes or eye-lashes! No child had ever, 
in fact, been able to compare with him in any 
way, or ever would 1 The Lady Henrietta’s deli¬ 
cate shell-tinted cheeks flushed rose with joy at 
the recollection. 

Darling mother,” said Paul, as he kissed her, 
“how you loved me. And how cold I have often 
been. Forgive me--” 

1'hen he was silent while she fondled him in 
peace, his thoughts turning as ever to his lady. 
She, too, probably, would be foolish, and tender, 
and sweet over her son—and how his mother 
would love her grandchild. Oh! how cruel^ ho w 
npntd was fate] 

Then he asked: “Mother, does it take women 
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a long time to get well when they have children? 
-adies, I mean, who are finely nurtured? They 

gencndly get well, though, don't they—and it is 

Cjiiite sinjpJe—” 

And the I^dy Henrietta blushed as .she 

answered : 

^ Oh I yes, quite simple—unless some complica- 

tions occur. Of course there is always a faint 
c anger, hut then it i.s so well worth it. What a 
strange thing to a.sk, thougli. clear boy! Were 

you tfiinkirig* of Cousin Agatha ?" 

“Cousin Agatha!" said Paul vaguely, ami then 

“O'', yes, of course—how is 

^ Bnt when he went off to hi.s room to change, 
I'ls mother’s words .stayed with him—“unles.s 
some C(>n,iihcation,s occur"—and the thought 
opened a fresh field of an.xious wonderment. 

At last it all seemed unliearahlc., A wild ide-i 
y rii.slnng off to Vienna came to hiin • iV, rusl'i 
there on the clue of a postmark- l,„| ..m,.',,, 

It might Ik- the means of 
ihL^TT I'-"'" he must tear 

good news "’“‘J'. jPw'iaps, meant 
good newi—atKl if by the end of April nothing 
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came, then he should have to brealf his promise 
and investigate. 

About this time Captain Grigsby again came 
to stay with them. And the next day, as he and 
his host smoked their pipes while they walked 
lip and down the sunny terrace, he took occasion 
to give forth this information: 

I say, Charles^—I have located her—have 
you ?” 

‘‘No! By Jove!” said Paul’s father. “Hubert 
is away, you know, and I have just let the thing- 
slide-™-” 

About the end of February did you notice the 
boy looking at all worried?” 

Sii Cliarles thought a moment. 

ies~I recollect—d—d worried and restless 
—-and he is again now.” 

“Ah! I thought so!” said Mark Grigsby, as 
though he could say a good deal more. 

“Well, then—out with it, Grig,” Sir Charles 
said impatiently. 

And Captain Grigsby proceeded in his own 
style to weave together a chain of coincidences 
which had struck him, until this final certainty. 
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They were a clear set of arguments, and Pauhs 
father was convinced, too. 

'‘You see, Tompson told you in the beginning 
she was Russian,” Captain Grigsby said after 
talking for some time, “atid the rest was easy to 
find out, We‘re not here to judge the morals of 
the affair, Charles; you and I can only be thunder- 
ing glad your grandson will sit on that thrcme all 
right” 

Pie had read in one paper—he proceeded to aay 
—that a most ditficult prditical situation had lK»en 
avoided by the birth of this child, as there was no 
possible heir at all, and immense complications 
would ensile upon the ileath of the present ruler 
—the(|cnrfTT(ms)rag even gave a rhumi of this 
iiiler s|dissnhijj,^lile, and a broad liint that the 
child could in no case he his; hut, as they pithily 
remarked, this added to the little prince’s wel- 
come in Ministerial circles, where the lady was 
greatly lieloved and revered, and the King had 
only been put upon his tottering throne, and kept 
there, by the fact of being her husband. 11m 
paper added, the King Iiad taken the chief part 
in the rejoicings over the heir, so there was noth¬ 
ing to be said. There were hints also of his mad 
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fits of debauchery and drunkenness, and a sup¬ 
pressed tale of how in one of them he had 
strangled a keeper, and had often threatened the 
Queenks life. Her brother, however, was with 
her now, and would see Russian supremacy was 
not upset. 

Husband seems a likely character to hobnob 
with, don t he, Charles? No wonder she turned 
her eye on Paul, eh ?” Mark Grigsby ended with. 

But Sii Charles answered not, his thoughts 
were full of his son. 

and emotion seemed 
to lx* drawing him away from peaceful England 
towards a hornets’ nest, and he—-his father— 
would be powerless to prevent it. 


ilcniieLtti hticl ha.cl her htipcs once more blighted 
by noticing Paul’s indomitalile indifTerence to all 
the pretty girls. 

He was going to stand for Parliament in the 
autumn, when their very old member shmtkl re¬ 
tire, and he made that an excuse for his isolation; 
he was working too hard for social fimctions, he 
said. But in reality life wa.s growing more tlian 
he could kxir. 

Captain Grigsby had sfild the old Blut IleciiheT 
md liought a new steam yacht of seven hundred 
tons—large enough to take him round the world, 
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for a trip? he asked, and Paul hesitated for a 
moment. 

If no news came by Friday—this was a Mon¬ 
day then he should go to London and deliber¬ 
ately find out his lady’s name and kingdom. In 
that case to cruise in those waters might suit 
his book passing well. 

So he asked for a few days’ grace, and Captain 
Grigsby gave a friendly growl in reply, and thus 
it was settled. By Saturday he was to give his 
ativswer. 

Tuesday passed, and Wednesday, and on 
T hiu sday a telegram came for Paul which drove 
him mad with joy. It was short and to the 
point; '*M:eet Dmitry in Paris.” Then followed 
an address. By rushing things he could just 
catch the night boat. 

He went to his father’s room, where Sir 
Chai les was discussing affairs with his land stew¬ 
ard. The man retired. 

'‘bather,” said Paul, “I am going immediately 
to Paris. I have not even time to wait and see 
my mother~she is out driving, I hear. Will you 
understand, father, and make it all right with 
her?” 
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Madame had bid him come and see the Excel¬ 
lency here in Paris, as not being so inaccessible 
as England—^and first, Yes, Madame was well—■ 
There was something in his voice as he said this 
which made Paul exclaim and question him 
closely, but he would only repeat that—^Yes, his 
lady was well—a little delicate still, but well— 
and the never-sufficiently-to-be-beloved son was 
well too, his lady had told him to assure the Ex¬ 
cellency—and was the portrait of his most illus¬ 
trious father. And the old man lowered his eyes, 
while Paul looked out of the window, and thrilled 
all over. Circumstances made things very diffi¬ 
cult for Madame to leave the southern country 
where she was at present, but she had a very 
strong desire to see the Excellency again—if such 
meeting could be managed, 

He paused, and Paul exclaimed that of course 
Jt could be managed, and he could start that night. 

But Dmitry shook his head. That would be 
impossible, he said. Much planning would be 
needed first. A yacht must be taken, and not 
until the end of May would it be safe for the 
Excellency to journey south. At that time 
Madame would be in a chateau on the seacoast, 
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and if the Excellency in his cruise could be within 
sight, he might possibly land at a suitable moment 
and see her for a few hours. 

Paul thought of Captain Grigsby, 

“I will come in a yacht, whenever I may,*' he 
said to Dmitry. 

So they began to settle details, Paul imagined 
from Dmitry continuing to call his Queen plain 
*‘Madame” that she still wished to preserve her 
incognito, so, madly as he desired to know, he 
would wait until he saw her face to face, and then 
ask to I)e released from his promise. Idie time 
had come when he could bear the mystery no 
longer, but he would not question Dmitry. All 
his force was turned to extractitig every detail of 
his darling’s health and well-l)eing fnan the old 
servant, and in his guarded, rcspect Mmanner he 
answered jdl he amid. 

His lady haci indeed been very ill, Paul gath¬ 
ered-—at death’s door. Ah 1 this was terrible to 
hear—but lately she was mending rapidly, only 
she had been too ill to plan or make any arrange¬ 
ments to see him. How all this made his heart 
ache! Something had told him his passionate 
anxiety had not been without cause. Dmitry 
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continued: Madame’s life was not a happy one, 
the Excellency must know, and the difficulties 
surrounding her had become formidable once or 
twice. However, the brother of Madame was 
with her now, and had been made guardian of 
her son—so things were peaceful and the cause of 
all her trouble would not dare to menace further. 

l^'or once Dniitiy had let himself go, as he 
spoke, and a passionate hate appeared in his quiet 
eyes. iTlie “Trouble” was of so impassible a 
viciousness that only the nobility and goodness 
of Madame had prevented his assassination num¬ 
bers of times. He was hated, he said, hated and 
loathed; his life—^spent in continual drunkenness, 
and worse, unspeakable wickedness—was not 
worth a day’s purchase, but for her. The son 
of Madame would be loved forever, for her sake, 
so the Excellency need not fear for that, and 
Madamc’s brother was there, and would see all 
was well. 

Then Paul asked Dmitry if his lady had been 
aware that he had been ill in Venice. And he 
heard that, Yes, indeed, she had kept herself in¬ 
formed of all his movements, and had even sent 
Vasili back on learning of his. danger, and was 
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on the point of throwing all prudence to the 
and returning herself. Oh I Madame Iiad s 
suffered m tlie past year—the old man aai 
she was more beautiful tiuui ever, and of tli 
tieness of an angel, taking continuoms pleas’ 
her little son—indeed, Anna had said this 
her only joy, to caress the illustrious infan 
call him Paul—such name he had been chris 
—after a great-uncle. And again Dmitry 
ered his eyes, and again Paul looked out o 
window and thrilled. 

Paul! She had called him Paul, their son 
touched him to the heart. Oh I the mad Ion 
to see her I Must he wait a whole month ? 
—Dmitry said there was no use his comino. 
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me have every last instruction posie restant e, at 
Constantinople—and for God’s sake send me 
news to Naples on the way.” 

Dmitry promised eveiything, and then as he 
made his j'oBeisa]i^\ to go, he slipped a letter into 
Paul’s hand. Madame had bidden him give the 
Excellency this when they had talked and all was 
settled. He Mmtild leave again that night, and his 
present address would find him till six o’clock if 
the ICxcellency had aught to send in return. 

And then he backed out with deep bows, and 
Paul stood there, clasping his letter, a sudden 
spring of wild joy in his heart. 

And what a letter it was! Tlie very soul of 
his loved one expressed in her own fataint| words. 

First she told him that now she expected he 
knew who she was, and as they were to meet 
again—which in the beginning she feared might 
never be—all reason for her incognito was over. 
I'hen she told him—^to make sure he knew—^lier 
name and kingdom. “But, sweetheart,” she add¬ 
ed, “remember this—my proudest titles ever are 
to be thy Loved one, and the Mother of thy son.” 
Here Paul kissed the words, madly thrilling with 
pride and worship. She spoke of her still tin- 




dying- love, and of her angnisliing sorrow all tl 
winter at their separation, and at length the jc; 
of their little one’s arrival 

Illy nmfre, my Paul! EugHsl, and tout 

titl, as I said he would k>~-not black and whit 
like me. And oh I beloved, thou must always in 
crease thy knowledge of statesrnan cr;. ft to 

me to train him well” ^ 

Then she made a glorious picture of theii 

dnWs future, and Paul lay Lack in his chair and 
closed Ins eyc.s—-the hris-htness of it all dazzled 
him—while his heart llew to her in passionate 
adoration. She went on to .speak of their po.ssi- 
We meeting-. Her villa was hut two hundred 
yards from the sea, only he must follow exactly 
a I Dmitry .s mstnictioiK, or there might te dan¬ 
ger for them iKith: but at all costs she miW 
much longer without seeing her lover, 
f lou art more lliaii a lover nata, my Paul— 
mcl 1 am more than ever Think,” 

‘’f the 

est ot has day reading and rc-readiiu. It ^.„i 


CHAPTER XXVIII 


r I 1ITE lady Henrietta was desolated when 

I Paul and his father announced their in- 
tention of taking a month or six weeks'” 
cruise with Captain Grigsby. So unnecessary, 
she said, at this time of the year, almost the be¬ 
ginning of May, when England was really get¬ 
ting most enjoyable. And they were obliged to 
pacify her as best they could. 

The Mediterranean! Such miles off—and so 
eccentric, too, starting when other people would 
be leaving! Really, she had never ceased regret¬ 
ting ever having tolerated her son’s travels the 
year before. Since then there had been no cer¬ 
tainty in any of his movements. 

“Darling mother,” said Paul, “I must see the 
world.” 

And Sir Charles had snorted and chuckled, as 
was his habit. 
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-H. uacy baueti away trom Marseilles, th 
of three, like a gitnlxmt under sealed ord 
cruise to the Greek Isles, and heyond, wi 
they said attracted them. ‘‘Especiallv 
yond l” Captain Grigsby had added, witli j 

if the ardour of lo 
impatience boiled in Paul’s veins, the spiri; 
terested adventure animated his old friei 
his parent p " 

They had not spoken much on tlie sub 

younir „,nn. He had briefly .nsked 
■ingsby to do him this service to take hit 
ar sea in the new Blue Heather, and th 
and him when lie should give the word. 

May was a fair month, and an adventure 
dventure all the world over, .so Mark Gi 


Then Sir Charie.s h.id .suggested acamii 
them, and was welcomed by the other tv 
third for ttieir party with e.xtra i.lca.sure. 
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They had a pleasant voyage, and picked up 
letters at Naples, which only added to Pauhs im¬ 
patience to be there. But they were not to ar¬ 
rive before the end of May, so the Grecian Archi¬ 
pelago could be investigated. 

'"'Tile in these sunny seas was a joy to all con¬ 
cerned, and Paul’s eyes—illuminated by his lady’s 
ever-present spirit—saw beauties and felt shades 
ajul balances of whiHi liis comipaniohs never 
1 dreamed. So they came at lasit to tEeTlbsphorus 
fand Constantinop le. 

Here full instructions awaited them. Tliat 
night Paul took his father and his friend some 
way into his confidence, as he showed them the 
chart and read aloud the directions. On the 29 th 
of May, should the weather prove favourable, 
they were to anchor towards night at a certain 
spot-latitude and longitude given—^and when 
they heard a sea-bird cry sharply three times, Paul 
was to come ashore to where he would see a green 
light Vasili would be waiting for him, and 
from there it was but a few steps to the garden 
gate of the villa by the sea, in which his lady was 
passing the summer. It all seemed perfectly sim¬ 
ple-only, the directions added, he must leave 
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'I'lyhglit, as complic-atums lia<l occiirn 
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>so e.isy to manag-e, or safe. 

i aul s impatience knew no toimds. The con 
centrated pent-up longing of all these months wa 
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mJ I her—anr 

g ve er I.,.n.age an„ worship. An,I to h,„l 
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a>e tender scene. WouKI tt T 
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vonld cares.s all memory of pai„ , , ' 
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een true I __never mleml siieli 

Jnlt theirs to he ariart An r^vtif 

on uplifted him. And if l.is 1 
tid ‘I <hieen 

. ^ he felt himself 

j for was nof 




For oliviotts reasons tliey stayed l)eyond siglit 
of the coast tintil tlarkness fell, and then came 
close inshore. It was a starlit night, witli not a 
breath of air, and no moon would illuminate tlieir 
wherealx)uts. 

I’aiil dressed with the greatest care; never had 
he been more particular over his toilet. Tompson 
found hlm&Wca^iT) 

He had nraulened and filled out in the past 
year, and his fair face was tanned, and blooming 
with health ami excitement, r"*'"" 

"The hest-lookmg young devil a woman’s eye 
could light on!” Mark Grigsliy said, as he and Sir 
Charles watched him descend the gangway to tlic 
boat, wlien the impatiently awaited signal had 
been riven. 






three weeks 

God keep him safe, Grig-,” was all Sir Charles 

could matter, with a gnmt in his throat. 

The maddest e.xcitement was racing tliroutrh 

forthrikl straight 

once he felt in his pocket to 

'a..^n,self he had not forgotten D S' y’s 

*“ ... 


o.ie simTiras > r 7” ‘'“■«"ou,s 

was’ an i , “ "“'“'■'‘‘'‘'‘"y. and now he 

pZZ " “"“t'f’t 

with'! -t little sheltered cove, 

/ ; f"'*" landing-,stage. And—yc.s—the man 

wl;o e,d it wa,s the Kahnucl^v 
whisiicrar'a' P’ -SMkktJS:' he 

n P« feet .silence they began to a.scend a path 

uirrerha,r‘ 

P I« l aps not (ifty feet, when their way was 

open«I fiom witl”'’" ZZ""' “ "•“ 

at them ' 

Ah, the saints be bJes.sed, tlie 
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safe, he said* But they must not delay a min¬ 
ute, he^ added. The Excellency must return to 
the waiting boat! A slight but unexpected ill- 
fortune had befallen them, connected with the to- 
Troublesome one, and it would not 
he safe for the Imperial Highness if the Excel¬ 
lency should land to-night. She had sent him 
to say that the Excellency was to keep out at sea 
for two days, and return steaming past, and if 
he saw a white flag flying from the villa roof, 
then at night he was to anchor and come ashore 
at this same time. If not, for the moment he 
must go on hack to Constantinople, where news 
and further imstructions would be sent him. 

As he spoke Dmitry indicated the return path, 
ant! hid the Excellency follow him, and hasten, 
liasten. This was a terrible blow to Paul, but 
the thought that he might bring danger to his 
beloved one made him not hesitate a moment. 

They descended the path in silence, and as he 
stepped into the boat the old servant whispered, 
the Tmiierial Highness had bid him assure the 
h^xccllcncy that all was well, the meeting was 
only C^loferred) when they should have several 
days together in safety. '^T he saints pr ot ect the 
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1 '. uvo days nut at sea were a raging im 
liatieiicc to I'aiil, in wliich he learnt ti 
> iiiuler.stand all (lie torments of 

O know anti feel her near, and yet not to hi 
anowetl to get to her! It was an impossibh 

t iiitMiy, 

ihe two grey-headcil men's hearts ached for 

mil, ami Captain Crigsby delivered himself of 

this a|)hf>ri,s»i: 

what yon will, (.'harles, but youth pays 
k: devil.ul a long price for its iileasures. ~Here 
you ami I snoretl like a conple of porpoises all 

-I*'' higlit, wliilt the toy paced the decli and 
nirsed everything,” 

^ And Str Charles had only grunted, for he was 
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before any possible shore coiild be examined, Paul 
stood~his strongest glasses in his hand-on the 
look-out. 

At length they came in full view, and alas! 
here could be no mistake, the flagstaff upon the 
Villa roof was empty, 

- To the day of his death Paul will keep a vivid 
picture of the pure white-columned house. No 
semi-Onental architecture met his view, but a 
beautiful marble structure in the graceful Ionic 
style, seeming a suitable habitation for his Queen 
ft was approached by groves oftefrom a 
wall at the edge of the sea. And noVfaul could 

door™ * ^ ^’*"*“&-stage, and the great studded 

A sensation of foreboding—a wild, mad 
^Xiety, filled his being. What had happened? 
Why might he not land ? Then for the first time 
hat fact of Vasili’s vanishing came into his mind. 
Was there something sinister in it? Had he 
scented any danpr to his Queen, and gone to 
see. A whirlwind of questions and frenzied 
speculation shook Paul’s brain. But there was 
nothing to be done now but to cram on all steam 
and make for Constantinople, 
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Every one knows the story which at the time 
convulsed Europe. How a certain evil-living 
King, after a wild orgie of mad drunkenness, 
rode out with two boon companions to the villa 
of his Queen, and there, forcing an entrance, ran 
a dagger through her heart before her faithful 
servants could protect her. And most people 
were glad, too, that this brute paid the penalty of 
his crime by his own death—his worthless life 
choked out of him by the Queen^s devoted Kal¬ 
muck groom . 

But only Paul and his father, and Mark 
Grigsby, know the details, which were told in 
Dmitry’s heart-broken letter. How that night, 
the 29th of May, at the hour the Excellency was 
expected, he—Dmitry—^was waiting in the gar¬ 
den to meet him and conduct him through the 
gloom, when, while he stood there under the stars, 
the Imperial Highness had called him softly, tell¬ 
ing him to take the message down to the Ex¬ 
cellency, which he did. How he had never 
dreamed that immediate danger threatened her, 
or that the King was there, or he would not have 
left her for any peril to the Excellency, who was 
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after all a man and could fight. And how Vasili, 
being younger and more quick of wit, had sus¬ 
pected, hearing his message as he gave it to the 
Excellency, that all was not well, and had has¬ 
tened to the house—^too late to save his Queen. 

And then the faithful servant took up Anna’s 
tale. How this good girl had been watching on 
the side of the villa towards the town, and had 
heard the King come battering at the gate. How 
she had flown to warn her mistress, but that the 
Imperatorskoye had sent her back to watch, say¬ 
ing she herself would call Dmitry to protect them. 
Of course—as they now guessed—on purposethat 
Anna should not hear her message to him—as 
the Queen knew full well if he—^Dmitry—^heard 
from Anna the King was there, and she—^the 
Queen—^in danger, he would not leave her, even 
to do her bidding. Then of how the King had 
thrust the frightened servants aside, and strode 
with threats and oaths into the hall, accompanied 
by his two vile men. And how Anna had im¬ 
plored the Queen to hide while there was yet time. 
But how that shining one had stood only listening 
intently for the sea-bird’s cry, and then when she 
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heard it, had turned in triumpH to the entering 
ving, saying to Anna that nothing mattered now 
the Excellency was safe! 

On her face, as she looked at this monster, was 
no dread of death, or aught but scorn and fearless 
pnde. How Anna, seeing the dagger, had 
screamed, and tried to get between, but had been 
seized by one of the^^^^en, and there 
been forced to watch the murder of her wor¬ 
shipped Queen. Ah! that had been a moment 
the saints could never efface! The splendid lady 
had stood quite still, her head thrown back, while 
this hound of hell had lurched towards her— 
issing through his evil teeth this dreadful sen¬ 
tence; “Since thou hast at last obeyed me and 
found me an heir, making the people love me I 

have no more use for thee. It will be a joy to kill 
thee!” 


'And wiUi that he had plunged the dagger in 
her heart. ® 

Of all that followed the Excellency would 
novvt How Vasili had entered, scattering the 
'■ejm^hke a mad bull, and springing upon the 
villamous King, had torn his life out on the 
marble floor. 
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atul not he, had the satisfaction of killing 
this vile slayer of his Queen? 

Even the reinenihrance of his child did not 
rouse liini. It was safe with the Grand Duke 
Peten—a king at four months old! But what of 
sons, or kings, or ctnuitries—nothing could make 
up for the loss of his Queen! And to think that 
slie had died to save him! Save him from what? 
A lirush with three iK-sotled drunkards, whom it 
y,Hnild lia ve been great joy to kill! 

I'here were jntnnciiTsAvTIen**'Paul went mad 
with passion, and lay and writhed in his berth. 
So long motUhs passed, and at last he dominated 
himself enough to come back to his home. 

And if the Lady Henrietta had exclaimed that 
he a]:)peared ill liefore on his return, she was 
duinh tu>w with sorrow at the change. For Paul 
iiad looked upon Medusa’s head of horror, and, 
as well as his heart, his face seemed turned to 
stone. He was gentle with his mother, and let 
her careH.s him as much a.s she would, but nothing 
any one could say could move him—even Pike’s 
joycjus greeting*. 

whole of God’s world was his enemy—for 
was he nut alone there, robbed of his mate? Pres- 
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an^ intense A na ltless^ tasteless 

,£ci£encej^ Wliat was Parliament To 
was his country or liis nation? or even his home? 
Only the hiniting when it came gave him stnm 
relief, and then If the run were fast ent)ugh, ni 
the jumps prmligiously fiigh, or lu's horses sufii 
ciently fresh to k difficult, his hltHid ran again 
for a brief space. But lieyorul this jih:, >yas !u-Il, 
and often he was tempted to use that little pi^a.*! 
of Dmitry’s, and end it, and sleep. Only the in¬ 
herent manly English spirit in him, deep down 
somewhere, prevented hitn. 

All this time his father grieved and grievetl, 
and the Lady idenrietta spent hours in tears anti 
prayer. Sir Charles had told her their son Innl 
met with a great sorrow, atid they must Lnv thmr 
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lidding him in change of scene to try and 
overcome the paralysing dominion of his grief. 
But as far as that went the experiment proved 
futile. If moments came when circumstances 
did divert liim, sndi as one or two great storms 
he happenetl to come across, and oire or two ex¬ 
citing sitnations—slill, when things were fair 
and iieaceful, hack would rush the ever-living 
ache. 'Fhat passionate void and loss for which 
there seeitis no remedy. 

(icntle, pleasant women longed to lavish word 
ship upon him, and Paul talked and was polite,! 
Imt all their sweetness touched him, no more than] 
snumuT rippU‘s stir the liottom of a lake.J tie 
scon lot f ' imper vlt ms ’ U > any hitman inltience, 
tliough when the Ictok of .a mountain or the colour 
of tteeclidrees would remind him of the Bitrgen- 
stock anguish as fresh as ever stabbed his heart. 
Yet all tliis while, unknown to himself, his facul¬ 
ties were developing. He read deeply. He had 
unconsciously grown to apply his darling s lucid 
reasoning to every detail of his judgment of life. 
It was as if it had before been written in cyphei 
for him, and she had now given him the key. 
His mind was untiring in its efforts to master 





in all manner nf sport. 

I tins he saw the worltl and its peoples, and win 
an honoured iciest aitiongf tin' i^reat ones of the 
earth. Hut the hardneH..u£tidanK was in him. 
[le luul no In'liefs-” no aml)itions. He dissertetl 
cverytlun^- with all the pitiless eertainty (tf a sur¬ 
geon’s cold^ knife. Aiul if his life rontained an 
aim at all, it was to ifet through with it and find 
oblivion in eternal sleep. 

Ihoughts of his little son wonid somefimes 
:ome to him, hut wlien they did he tlnmst them 
Mck, and slu it his heart up in a easitig of ice. 

'riiat perliaps was his 
Jnv creed; that and a Wind, snifen rage agjnimt 
ate^ i Ins was the lesson his suffering had tangtit 
urn, and they were weary years before he knew 
.nother side. 

The first time he saw a tiger in India was otte 
I the landmarks in the history of his imu‘r enuj- 
on.s. He had gone to shoot the beasts with a 
'ell-known Rajali, and it had .IwiKTd lu- caiii.; 
pon a magnificent creature at very rinse qnar. 
!rs and had shot it on sight. Hut when it lay 
sad, Its wonderful kicly gracefully moving 






more, a sickening regret came over Paul. Of all 
tliiiigs in creation none reminded him so forcibly 
of his lost worshipped Queen. In a flash came 
l>ack to liini the first day she had lain on the skin 
whicli hatl been his gift. Out of the jungle her 
eycs seemed to gleam. In his ears rang her 
words, “I know all your feelings and your pas¬ 
sions. And now I have your skin—for the joy 
of my skin.*' Yes, she had loved tigers, and 
lieen in sympatliy with them always, and here 
was one whose joy of life he had ended! 

No, lie could never kill one more. After this 
expetlition for weeks he was re.stless—^the inci- 
tlent .seemed to have pierced through his carefully 
cnltivatctl calm. For days and days, fresh as in 
the first hours of his grief, came an infinite sensa¬ 
tion of pain—J^^st hideous personal pain. 

So time, and his journeys, went on. But 
no country and no change of scene could dull 
I’anfs sense of loss, and the great vast terrible 


finality of all hqie. 

The hackneyed phrase would continually ring 
in his brain of—Never again—never again! Ah! 
Gcxl 1 it was true he would hold his beloved one 
never again. And often unavailing rebellion 
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against destiny would rise up in him, and he 
would almost go mad and see red once more. 
Then he would rush away from civilisation out 
into the wild. 

But these violent emotions were always fol¬ 
lowed by a heavy, numb lethargy until some echo 
or resemblance roused him to suffering again. 
The scent of tuberoses caused him anguish un¬ 
speakable. One night in New York he was 
obliged to leave the opera because a woman he 
was with wore some in her dress. 

Thus, with all his strong will, there were times 
when he could not control himself or his grief. 

He had been absent from Hngland for ov67 two- 
years, when the news came to him far out in 
America of his Uncle Hubert’s death. So he had 
gone to join the world of spirits in the vast be^ 
yond! Paul did not care! His only feeling was 
one of relief. No more fear of hearing, perhaps, 
some chance idle word. But he remembered his 
mother had loved her handsome brother, and he 
wrote a tender letter home. 

Then something in the Lady Henrietta’s answer 
touched him vaguely and decided him to return. 
After all ^because life was a black barren waste 
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to him—^what right had he to dim all joy in the 
two who had given him being? Yes,, he would 
go back, and try to pick up the threads anew. 

There were great quiet rejoicings in his par¬ 
ents’ hearts at their son’s third homecoming. 
And like a wild beast tamed for a time to perform 
tricks in a circus, Paul conformed to the ordi¬ 
nary routine. The question of his entering Par¬ 
liament was mooted again, but this he put aside. 
As yet he could face no ties. He would do his 
best by staying at home most of the year ^but 
when that call of anguish was upon him, he must 
be free once more to roam. 

Then hope began to bloom in the Lady Hen¬ 
rietta’s heart as flowers after rain. Surely this 
great unknown grief was passing—^surely her 
adored one would settle down again. 
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It was a small thing—just the brutalised 
lianhitss in a gipsy woman’s face! 

i he suii was setting that late afternoon when 
he strode lumie across the moor with Pike, 
ami they came upon some gipsy vans. Paul 
It Hiked up~it was no unaccustomed sight, only 
tliey happened to he in exactly the same spot 
where the like had stood that morning long ago, 
when in his exnherant happiness at the news of 
his little son’s birth he had tossed the young 
woman the sovereign, 

tloor of tlie last van was open, and there, 
sitting on the steps in an attitude of dull sullen 
idletiesH, was the satne swarthy lass, only now she 
was altered sadly 1 No more the proud young 
mother met Ids view, but a hard, gaunt, evil-look¬ 
ing woman. 

She knew him in.stantly, and her black eyes 
ftercened; as he catne up close to her she said 
without any greeting; 

“1 lost Idm, your honour—him and my Bill in 
the same blasted year, and I ain’t never had no 
other.” 

Paul stopped and peered into Her brown face 
in the fading light. 
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of their souk—-in life or iu death they could 
never be parted ? 

And lie had tried to break thiwS sacred tender 
IkukI, when he should have cherished every mem¬ 
ory to comfort his deep pain with its sweetness. 
What had lie done ? Let sorrow sink him to the 
level of the poor gipsy girl, instead of trying, to 
do some fine thing as a tribute to his lady’s noble 
tcacliing» 

He strode on in the dusk towards his home, 
liis thoughts lasliing him with shame and re¬ 
morse. 

And that night, when he and Pike were alone 
in his own panelled room, he broke the seal of 
those beautiful letters which, with directions for 
them to be buried with his body at his death, had 
lain in a packet hidden away from sight all these 
years, freighted with agonised memory. 

lie read them over carefully, from the first 
brief note to the last long cry of love which 
Dmitry had brought him to Paris. Then he lay 
back in his chair, while his strong frame shook 
with sobs, and his eyes were blinded by scorching, 
bitter tears. 

But suddenly it seemed as if his lady’s spirit 
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MUI im arms, ami rrirtl alnmi: 

"My .larli.is,.-, ,„io. rni'Kivt- mo f.,r (ties 

Inv ^vast..,l yonis sHoottiourl, iv.mo Iniok to m 
novtT to Iiai-I aj.’ai!i. Como liaok to niy heart 
and dwfll tlirrt\ Atificl ()uct*u!’' 

******* 

Then, .as tlie tlays went on, all the worhl altoro.l 
for him. lastead <,f the torriWo hittornos« 
afftt.nst fate wltu-h had rnlo.l his |,oari, a nou ton- 
ilerness grew thoro. It soomoil now a-; llionoh lio 
were never alone, l„,t lived in her over ,,ro ,oni 
momory. An.l with this golden ohango oan.o 
thoughts of Ins ohild that |i,t|o life nogloolo.l 
for so long, VVIutt had ho done? U’hal’iTnol, 
terrible thing liad ho done in liis selfish [lain ? 

tach year Dmitry lia.l sent liim a letter of 
news, and each year that dtty htul held ghtistlv 
hours for him in the reo|iening of ohl angiiish '• 
t e missive to lie read and quickly tlirust out of 
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sight, the tlioiight of it to be strangled and for- 
g< Hten. 

And now the little one would soon be five years 
t)kl, atu! his father’s living eyes had never seen 
hint! But this should no more be so, and he 
wrote at once to Dmitry. 

By return of post came the answer. The Ex¬ 
cellency indeed would be welcome. The Regent 
-—•the Grmtd Duke Peter~~had bidden him say 
that if tlie Excellency should be travelling for 
pleasure, as the nobility of his country often did, 
he would gladly l)e received by the Regent, who 
was himself a great dtasseiir and voyageur. The 
Excellency would then see the never-to-be-suffi- 
dently-Ijeloved baby King. Of this glorious child 
he-»~Dmitry—found it difficult to write. It was 
as if the Impcratorskoye breathed again in his 
spirit, while he was the portrait of his illustrious 
father, proving how deeply and well the Impera- 
torskoye must have loved that father. If the Ex¬ 
cellency could arrive in time for the Majesty’s 
fifth birthday, on the 19 th of February, there was 
to lie a special ceremony in the great church which 
the Regent thought might be of interest to the 
Excellency, 
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